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LETTER VII. 
Mrs. Dansy to Lady Mtpwar, 


In Continuation. 


& Bo UR dinner was ſuperb, ſuited 
«9 «to the number and rank of 
* our gueſts. We drank tea 
under the ſhade of ſome ſpreading 
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trees on moſly ſeats, from whence 
„e had the moſt delightful pro- 
<* ſpect imaginable. The evening con- 
„ cluded with a brilliant ball in what 
« is called the ſummer aſſembly- room, 
* room which ſeemed the work of 


<« ſome Genii. It was romantically agree- 
e able, and had a kind of magical ef- | 


<* fect upon the ſenſes, as none ever : 
entered it but they were inſtantly in- : 
« ſpired with gaiety and love. j 


« Sir Harry beſought the honour of 
my hand. I looked round before J 
« anſwered; I knew not, indeed, what 
“ to anſwer. As wiſhed, Mr. Roach- 
« dale ſtood cloſe at my elbow and 

| : « over- - 
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* overheard the requeſt. He alſo, un- 


* derſtood my look. . 


EF 


« Here I am, ' cried he ſmiling, I 
< find, if I had not been near enough, 
you might have been tempted to for- 
get your promiſe, Sir Harry, con- 
<« tinued he, Eliza has, at my requeſt, 
* kept herſelf diſengaged. I preſume 
there is no lady here, except my fair 
partner (pointing to a lady) whom 
you would prefer: let me lead you 


© to her. 


The diſappointed baronet bowed 
<* his aſſent, and left me to enjoy the 
proſpect of my approaching felicity. 
B 2 What 
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« What a night it ſeemed ! but a mo- 
« ment! and yet I had found ſuffi- 
cient leiſure greatly to increaſe my 
* ſtock of love. 


For more than a fortnight things 
* continued in this agreeable ſituation. | 
Balls, concerts, lively converſe, and 
country rambles, more enchanting 
than all the reſt, divided our time. | 


« One thing only gave me uneaſineſs; 0 
« that was fir Harry's. increaſing aſſi- « 
« duity. I foreſaw that he would not 6 


long ſtop merely at that : his paſſion 
« ſeemed every moment ready to eſcape 


« from his lips. But though civil to 
2 | him, 


8 
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% him, as Mr. Roachdale's gueſt, I 
* cautiouſly avoided all opportunities 
of his being alone with me. My 


„ caution was in vain. Though he 
e could not ſpeak for himſelf, he got 
da much more eloquent, a much 


e more favoured advocate to ſpeak for 


* him. 


One evening Mr. Roachdale in- 
« vited me to ſtroll with him in the 
* wood, He talked to me for ſome. 
<* time on indifferent ſubjects. I thought 
* he had leſs engaging freedom in his 
% manner than uſual: that thought 
e inſpired me, alſo, with an uneaſy re- 
« ſerve. At laſt, coming to a verdant 

B 3 &« ſeat 
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e ſeat at the foot of an oak, he took 
my hand and placed me by him, 
then fixed his eyes on my face, ſighed, 
and ſeemed at a loſs for words pro- 
per to expreſs what he had to ſay to 
«© me. A fhort filence enſued, during 
which he faintly preſſed my hand, 
e but inſtantly dropping it from his, ex- 


40 claimed, What am I about? How 


« ill am 1 qualified to fulfil the tafk I 
have been led to undertake ! My dear 
Henrietta, continued he, looking ten- 
« derly on me, 1 hope the whole tenor 
« of my conduct has convinced you 
that I feel for you the moſt difin- 
« tereſted friendſhip. You do not know 


* my heart if you are not ſenſible that 
| I pre- 


4 
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« I prefer your happineſs even to my 
* own, With a view of promoting 
that, I have undertaken to plead for 
* a man who adores you, a man whom 
* I have but too much reaſon to fear 
O pardon me, there ſelf predomi- 
* nates) a man whom I ought rather 
* to hope is not diſagreeable to you. 
« Sir Harry Bradſhaw's merit, his rank, 
* his fortune— 


Sir Harry Bradfhaw ! interrupted I 
with a reſentful air; ah, could I have 
« believed that Mr. Roachdale — I 
* pauſed, then burſting into tears, added, 
« But, alas! no wonder a poor inſigni- 

B 4 „ ficant 
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© ficant girl like me ſhould become a 
- 4 burthen to her friends. | 


« Ungrateful Henrietta, interrupted 
« he 1n his turn, ſince when did I be- 
« come ſo deſpicable in your eyes? 


O, ſir, forgive me, cried 1 weep- 
« ing. But indeed, indeed, it cuts me 
« to the heart to think that you ſhould 
become an advocate for a man who 
« is ſo much my averſion. You whom 
« I moſt wiſh to pleaſe, you with whoſe 
* every requeſt I wiſh to comply. Ves, 
if you deſire it, I will even liſten 
to the hated addreſſes of your friend. 


To you I owe the preſervation of my 
cc ho- 
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— 


© honour, to you I owe—ah, what 
© do I not owe you? Let me then 
« ſeize every opportunity to manifeſt my 
e gratitude. I ought not to wait for a* 
„ requeſt, a ſingle hint of what you 
« wiſh is ſufficient, Take me then, con- 
« tinued I weeping more violently, diſ- 
poſe of me as you ſee fit. 
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„Then, Henrietta, ſaid he ſmiling, 
«* and throwing his arms round me, I 
« ſhould be tempted to diſpoſe of you 
in a far different manner from what 
you ſeem to expect: but T will nor 
* abuſe the power you have given me: 
« 1 fear, added he ſighing, and accom- 
panying that ſigh with a look of moſt 
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« engaging diffidence, that you would 
ebe ſtill more offended at me were 1 
* to tell you the preſumptuous. wiſhes 
* which my heart has formed. I know 
that you reſpect me, that your gra- 
« titude is unbounded : fo amiably do 
you ſometimes expreſs that gratitude, 
it leads me, in ſpite of my better 
« judgement, into the moſt enchanting, 
the _ 4s error. | 


8 Indeed, br, cried J eagerly, my 
« eyes ſparkling with joy, I never did 
nor ever wiſhed to miſlead vg Tam 

too se oo artleſs. a 
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Too young! exclaimed. he, ſtart- 
ing from me; alas! you are, indeed, 
too young for me to hope. It can- 
not be. 


« Dear, dear Mr. Roachdale, faid I 
(yielding without reflection to the dic- 
A tates of my heart) why ſhould you 
* think ſo? There is no man on earth 
« —Ah, what have I done? added I, 
hiding my face with both my hands; 
what have 1 ſaid? Alas! do not de- 
« ſpiſe me. 


 Þ 


« He ſprung. forward, and with 
port ſnatched me to his breaſt, + . » 
wr B 6 Love- 
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Lovely, dear, irreſiſtible, artleſs 
« charmer ! Is it poſſible ! have I then 
* the good fortune to be agreeable to 
« you? -Deſpiſe you, Henrietta ! con- 
«* tinued he, putting away my hands, 
* and gazing on my bluſhing face; no, 
my ſweet girl, your amiable frank- 
* neſs, the charming ſtruggle: between 
your modeſty and ſincerity, doubly 
* endears you to my fond heart. I 
loved you from the firſt moment I 
0 peheld you; but that love was nipped 


- in the bud by the ſuppoſition of your 


being my niece, Adverſity had 


* taught me the difficult leſſon of con- 


* bee my CIs or at leaſt the 
98 40 being 
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being able to moderate their vio- 
« lence : I therefore changed: thoſe ſen- 
e timents you are ſo formed to inſpire, 
* into friendſhip : But. ſoon was my 
<« ſtifled flame rekindled, when I found 
te there was no tye of blood to render 
„ t criminal. Nevertheleſs it was even 
„ then a hopeleſs flame, which I deter- 
% mined never to reveal. The differ- 
. « ence of our age, appeared an inſur- 
< mountable obſtacle, for how could 1 


e hope 


« At that moment this moſt intereſt- 
ing and delightful harangue, to which 
I gave the fondeſt attention, was. in- 
tertupted, by the approach of one of 


« his 
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his domeſticks, who advanced with 
- © haſty ſteps, and delivered a packet. 


A meſſenger, fir, ſaid he, brought 
that expreſs from fir William Roach- 
« dale's. His honour,- it ſeems, is dan- 
« gerouſly ill. —He bowed and returned 
to the houſe. 


l felt myſelf uncommonly agitated 
at this news. Mr. Roachdale haſtily 
& broke the ſeals. He read, his co- 
Jour changed he pauſed, looked at 
me, raiſed his eyes to Heaven, and 
* exclaimed, My G— d]! what a re- 
« queſt ! _ he reſumed his taſk, 
«© When 
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« When finiſhed, he put the letter into 


my hands. 


Read, lovely Henrietta, ſaid. he, 
for to you is moſt of this fatal epiſtle 
« addrefſed. Let not my dying father 
4 pfead in vain for your pardon. But, 
« ah, what, what ſhall I ſay to his 
« other requeſt? It cuts me to the ſoul. 
The author of my being !—But if 
« his life can be preſerved by no other 


means mine muſt be forfeited in its 
« ſtead; ſince *tis certain I could not 
* now, juſt when my hopes are raiſed 


to ſuch tranſporting proipects, no, I 
could not now ſurvive your loſs. Yet 
« will 


* 
= 
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4 will not influence, let your o 
« judgement decide our fate... 


So ſaying he haſtened from me, 
and after I had a little recovered; from 
that grief and:ſurprife. which his am- 
«-biguous: hints had cauſed, * read as 


follows: Y 3 
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To Mr. Roach ATE. 


. Proſpect of the grave, to which 
11 I fear I am haſtening, has ſer 
© a late criminal tranſaction in the ſtrong- 
« eſt light before me. A wounded ſpi- 
* rit who can bear? What would I not 
* now do to make atonement for my 
* crime! But can I hope forgiveneſs 
© from the injured, the amiable Hen- 
« rietta ? O plead for me, my ſon: her 
* pardon would ſoften death's fatal dart. 
Without that conſolation I ſhall ex- 
* pire in anguiſh not to be deſcribed : 
| © but ker mere pardon is not enough; 
I muff 
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I muſt fee her, I muſt. hear her pro- 
* nounce the delightful ſentence from 
._* thoſe ruby lips on every accent of 
* which I uſed to hang with ſuch tranſ- 
Sports. Have you, my ſon, been able 
Sto behold the lovely maid without, 
like me, experiencing thoſe ſentiments 


* which ſhe is ſo formed to inſpire ? 
Ab, impoſſible. A moſt unfit per- 
ſon then are you to be addreſſed on 
ſuch a fubject. And yet the genero- 
* fity of your nature, your filial piety— 
O, 1 know the requeſt of a dying 
« father will not fail to have great | 
* weight with you. My ſon, I love the 
dear Henrietta, to madneſs I love her, 
but now tis a paſſion at which I need 
| not 


1 
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* not bluſh, for now I wiſh to make her 
* honourably mine. I have not known 
* a moment's comfort ſince ſhe left me. 
She was the joy of my life, the ſup- 
port of my age, the delight of my 
heart. Return her to me then, let 
* her once more bleſs my ſight, let her 
* conſider of my propoſal. Once ſhe 
loved me, ſhe was grateful, ſhe 
thought herſelf obliged, * Exert your 
influence, haſten, bring her to me, 
© ſhe muſt be mine whether I live or die. 
But I ſhall not die, her preſence will 
* reſtore me.—They take the pen-from 
* me—My head — 15 TS 
| Adieu.“ 


] fat 
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I fat like a ſtatue after having read 
* this fatal ſcrawl, nor know I when I 
< ſhould have awakened from my pain- 
ful reverie, had I not been rouſed 
by the plaintive voice of * deſpond- 


cy ng "overs 


o 


On what have you determined, 
« charming Henrietta, ſaid he e 
60 ſighing. 


« Heavens, cried I, determined 
Can you aſk the queſtion; can you 
«. ſuppoſe I will ever more beheld your 
e cruel father? | 


840 Ak, 
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« Ah, interrupted he, is then that 
gentle boſom, which I imagined all 
< ſoftneſs, ſteeled againſt the feelings of 
** compaſſion ? — Why, continued he, 
after a ſhort ſilence, am I at a loſs 
for words in ſuch a. cauſe; why 
« backward to plead, to obey the dic- 
tates of nature, and of duty? What 
tan b | 1 


« Hardened againſt the feelings of 
&« compaſſion ! cried I. Tis well, Mr. 
© Roachdale; that one reproach from 
you has diſſipated the dear, and too- 
long: cheriſned illuſion. Reaſon re- 
„ ſumes her empire. At my age to 


con- 
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© conquer the paſſions is a difficult 
< taſk : firſt impreſſions are not eaſily 
c eraſed. You, fir, no doubt, have ex- 
« perienced theſe truths : but now you 
< are a philoſopher, you know how to 
love with proper moderation. You 
have excited in me a ſpirit of emu- 
« lation. You juſtly prefer the life of 
« a valued parent to my happineſs, and 
« ] prefer your happineſs to my own. 
« Go, fir, order your carriage, I 
« am. ready to attend you, _ ready to 


« ſacrifice— 


« Stop, Henrietta, interrupted he. 
Cruel maid! Ceaſe to wound my 


« heart by your unkind, unjuſt ſuſpi- 
“ cz0ns. 
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* cions. I wiſh you indeed to fee my 
« dying father, to ſoften the horrors of 
death by your compaſſionate forgive- 
<* neſs; but for the reſt, the very thought 
4 of it drives me to madneſs. 


Let us go, fir, cried I: fate muſt 
« diſpoſe of me as it ſees fit. 


« He took my hand, preſſed it with 
<« a mournful air to his heart, and led 
me to his chaiſe which waited to con- 
« vey us to Roachdale Abbey. He 
* quitted not my hand the whole Way. 
His looks, his ſighs were amiably 
<« expreſlive ; but neither of us found 
« ourſelves in a humour to converſe. 


(0 We 
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We reached fir William's by dinner- 
2 time. An elegant repaſt was pre- 
< pared for us. Mr. Roachdale eager- 
« ly enquired. for his father. One of 
the phyſicians, who was in the houſe, 
e told him that he judged him in immi- 
„nent danger. If his diſtemper does 
« not take a turn, on his being grati- 
« fied on ſeeing that young lady, added 
he, looking at me, he muſt inevita- 
« bly die. He is every moment aſking 


« if you are arrived : But though he 


4 expects you, it will be neceſſary to 


prepare him for the interview. 


« I was 


+þ 
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« | Was ſeiſed with a tremor, which 
could not eſcape the tenderly-watch- 
* ful eyes af Mr. Roachdale. By his 
« oentle eloquence he prevailed on me 
to ſwallow a little wine. That, and 


his ſoothing endearments reſtored me 


to ſome degree of tranquility. I was 
= « then led to the dreaded ſcene. 

66 Sir William's ranſporr, at oh 
+ ſight of me, for ſome time deprived 
« him of the power, of ſpeech. He 
« gazed on me as if he would have 
« devoured me. with his eyes; eyes 
rendered wild by the fever and deli- 
rium with nies it was arrended, He 


Vor. II. 4 grafped 
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Ss * 


<« oraſped my hands, and at laſt with 


„ ſome difficulty faltered out, Tis ſhe ! 
tis my Henrietta! the darling of my 1 
* heart ! bre lovely than ever! But 0 
<« ſay, added he with fervor, drawing 0 
me towards him, can Jou forgive me ? < 

* Moſt willingly Sir, returned I, moſt 

| „ fncerely do 1 forgive. and no leſs 
= 1 fincerely do 1 lament your Meſs. f 
« One inſult, cruel and inhuman as T 
2 & © it was, Cannot make* me forget the. + . 
= 14 many obligations owe you. Tou 8 
1333 was 4 father to me Ab, recover, { 
and be ſo ſtill: let me again re- ; 
cad Ie fel ee of * 

i» bias wrt 2h. d bliw Bend 
Lane me, did you. Jay? interrupted * 


. he eagerly. — my ſon, draw 
a 1 


+ 
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near and be witneſs to my happineſs. 
* You love me too: you will not op- 
«. poſe my felicity. 1 feel I ſhall yet 
live to reward you for your good- 
<« neſs in reſigning my Henrietta, in 
<< reſtoring me to all I prize on earth. 
Sir, ſaid the Phyſician, you will 
e hurt yourſelf by talking Jo much. 
Fermitiſ the young Lady to retire for 
9 awhile; ſhe; ſtands in need of re- 
55 freſhment after her journey. 
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Mr. Roachdale took my hand. 1 


ce 
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0 


could not ſpeak, and trembled ſo that 
ſtood in need of his ſupport. We re- 
turned to the dining rom. How ſadly 
plaintive was * converſation ! 5M 


# # a-# BS 


« 7 * EAA lament the death of 


a parent, whoſe life is infinitely dear 


to me, ſaid be; or, if he lives, 1 
muſt ſee myſelf deprived of all 1 


prize on earth. For though you, 


lovely Henrietta, ſhould - refuſe to 
facrifice your charms, yet could I 
not think of gratifying my Paſſion 
at the e of his ha ara 


#4 
e 


« ] n to ee eee 
1 „ filial 
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e filial piety, Mr. Roachdale, cried I: 
„ nay, I do admire it; but I fee that 
* when the heart is exhauſted by a firſt 


e attachment, thoſe attachments that 
* 
ſucceed are eaſily vanquiſhed. 


15 This ſubject deeply l my 
« thoughts during our journey. 


4 J foreſee, faid I; that miſery muſt 


« be my doom, which ever way I 


6 A Arian If I marry Sir William 
am entirely wretched; if I refuſe 
* him, I not only loſe you as a friend, 
as a protector, but am alſo an out- 


* caſt from your family for ever. 


« Alas! what will become of me? 
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4 1 burſt into teärs. He threw⸗ 
1 bis arms round gt and preſſed me 
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What vyyult, what groundleſs fears! 
, ſaic he mournfully. Ah, Henri- 
« etta, will you never know me? Can 
you believe that I will ever forſake 
you?" klo Ries ire you uetubithed 


& with the fervor of my paſſion? You 


« cruelly call mine an exhauſted heart. 


« Exhauſted! no, it is full of you. 


Tou have taken entire poſſeſſion of 
it, nor can your image ever be de- 
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* Lis me hurry over thigadifapree- 
able part of my hiſtory : the recol- 
, lection pains me; let me feſerve my 
« orlef for misfortunes of a e 6c4d 
5 dye. £2 vin znol gig ud, LOT IJuw * 
p VIE eos meds Hl 

Sir Wien appeared to be on 
« the recovery. 1 was forced to ſpend 
« «ſeveral. hours every. day with, him. 
« He-agw, continually importuned me 
to cogſent to his happineſs. Mr. 
Roachdale was ſunl into the. deepeſb 
4 melancholy. One mornigg, the former 
who was now able to quit his bed, 
ſummoned us both to his apartment, 
and therg in the maſk pathetic man- 


— 
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rr 
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iner beſought me finally to pronounce 
& his doom. 19 15 > 


* , 


7 2 ee. a 


© © ſtil, ſaid he, ſtand on the brink. 
of eternity. By becoming my adored 
« wife, you will prolong my days, and 
« I fhall then contentedly (having 
< taſted as much happineſs, as human 
nature is capable of) deſcend to my 

grave in peace. But if you refuſe, 
that moment, that fatal moment will 

te be my laſt. Hope now ſupports me; 

« that once fled,, my ſoul, which is 
«-wrapt'in you, will alſo take its flight. 
Can you, my ſon, added he, turn» 
ing to him, can you, unaffeRedly, be 
« witneſs/to my diſtreſs? Tou have, 
; RT 4 
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alas l but too much influence in that 
lovely boſom which I wiſh to ſoften: 

% plead for me then, on my knees 1 
« implore you. Here he knelt before 
him. / ulli s nt 1 550 


5 4 
4 5 


What pen can deſcribe the anguiſh 
that appeared in the countenance of 
Mr. Roachdale? He haſtened to raiſe 
im. ra N 


= , - - 1 
- 


. 1 ” " * 69 : 


Ts. . 4 Se Pf humbled! cried hey 
« good G—d} Tis too much. Hen: 
* rietta, continued he with a ſigh, that 
*« ſeemed; to rend his boſom, L am bid 
to plead, compelled to it; for is it 
in nature to reſiſt den The happindls, 
: $96551Þ vid 1 
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i not the life of my father-is in nur 

. power: what can I ſay et 

f 12 401-09 ot een 10t 265.4 
r au have Wadde Sir, re- 

<© turned I in a reſolute voice: I fee” 

e that you muſt be wretched if your 


father is ſo; and then what muſt be» 
G2 cothe of me? Tour r 
Zinn 02 banziind 3H lahme .1 

«I as raiſed my eyes to heaven— 
then reſumed, wiping off a ſtarting tear; - * 
4% Tis paſstd : "gratitude; compaſſion 
have conquered. I gave my hand to 
« Sir William, and faltering out, Tis 
* vours, ſunkivehfeleſs io his e i 1 


8 — 
Jt A 1 0 3 11800 . . 31 
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£4 eee Gin am made 
for this dreaded: marriage. 9 
; Next 
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abi ect no dag I Ava om? 


Next day Mr. Roachdale came 
into the drawing-room where 1 Was 
«. ſitting indulging my ſorrow, , dreſſ. 
0 ed as for A Journey... He. +, vo 
2 on ſeeing. me: then. throwing hi him 
« ſelf on his knees, he claſped his arms, 


(L.4CLEC 


« x round me, and hiding | his face. on my; 


7 £30126 It VIA 
cc lap, _groan'd. as if his heart would; 
* break, 2 Sobs were my only Janguage., 
6 He raiſed? fla. moiſtened N and. 


« fixed them Serre. on my face. | 


01 8 ET. ITY ROD to! 94 00 211 I 3 


« A. laſt ok! *. "Gd he. Thoſe, [weet- 
eyes that a beam'd — wich” 
- ſuch ſoft complacency, ah, never 

| C 6 S -morec 
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e 
more muſt 1 gaze on them! Hen- 
< rietta, my Love, farewell! 


_ He we... OE " 


. * . N34: OL - 
N 4 


*. 1 bid adieu, cominued he, to my 
« native land. Twice has fatal love 
" made me 2 baniſhed man. | Pardon 
4 my father : he adores you. . Strive— 
10 Alas! What would 1 adviſe? My 
« heart rebels againſt. my reaſon. But 
« 0 do not hate him. 3 | 
112 75;8 it) 

He looked round on hearing ſome 


* one coming. It was his ſervant. 
FS TeV! 44 '$ C 


* 6 9 chaiſe waits, ſaid the man. 


; 


- 
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« If you leave me, if you leave me, 
« cry'd 1 almoſt _ I am wretch- 
„d for Mn 


1 * 14 10. 99382 
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„ will tay if you command me, 
© ſaid he; but think, O think, what I 
« ſhall ſuffer ! - Yer you, my lovely 

girl, have ſet me Eoin for- 
* tirude. | N apt watch It 

OT LOO RER SGH i t 01 bowed; * 
* Stay this day this fatal day, re- 
e turned ' I weeping, then go. With 
the loſs of my liberty, let me loſe alt 
that is dear to me. There are now 

n ”? but 
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ce but a few hours between me and mi- 


ce ſe * a * . 
let io en en 
nem! h. oo 


« In the evening every. . was 
« ready for the ſolemn nuptials. I was 
by my attendants, adorned, for the ſa- 
& crifice. At the chapel-door I met 
2 Mr.,,Roachdale,, who, had alſo, in 
; hanour ofthis) father, pur on a ſuit) of 

<;white,,apd ſilyer., O how elegantly 
« graceful was his figure l but; his face 
« like mine was pale as death. He 
« bowed to me with a melancholy, but 
e reſpectful air, took my hand, and 
Aiwithout ſpeaking ned mei up; to che 
dadredb altar where; Sir William waited 
bar me. ＋ he old) gemleman was- 

aud «* drefled 


* 
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< dreſſed to the beſt ad vantage, butitheè 
« remains of his late indiſpoſition were 
viſible in, his emaciated countènance. 
« As Lapproachcdznthectiolence/bfi'his 
emotions almoſt ioverpowered chim. 
« He ſteppedt forward. a few: paces to 
meet me. My Henrietta! my Bride! 
Acry'd che ina faltring vaices oh tis 
< too much! Then ſuddenby ſincing 
© back into the arms of one of his lat⸗ 
« tendants; I ſniver, added he, tis cold, 
the damp ſtrikes to my heart. Mr. 
„ Roachdale with anxious noncern liaſt- 
4 ened to his ſupport . He too him 
from the ſervant. Nasq 1512 al # 
92 Hue els nv bis 0 12i0gtHd 1 g 
tus return to your àpartment, 
ide «ery'd 


40 Tur Mokwno' Ranbir, 
/ery\d he; this place is too cold. Tis 
<:to0: late, alas tis too late, returned 
Sir William faintly; I die my dear 
% William, looking mournfully on 
<-rhim in ſpite of all you have done 
for me: I die, beſt and moſt affecti- 
nate of ſons: may heaven reward 
you for your goodneſs. And you, 
my Henrietta, ſtretching out his hand, 
draw near that 1 may bleſs you. 
Fate, my lovely girl, has deſtined vor 
A huſband more worthy of you than 
him to whom yau was about to plight 
our vows. Thy will be done, added 
« he, after a pauſe and raiſing his eyes; 
great Diſpoſer of all events, thy will be 
done. Let me join your hands, my 
| tv P « chi 


” 
4 
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children. Be happy. Pardon and 
forget my errors, but do not forget 
that you were both inexpreſſibl dear 
% to me. Now lead me to my apart 
* ment. I feel the cold hand of death 
« upon my heart. Never more will 
« the griſly tyrant quit his gripe, till he 
has ſecured me for his own, 


„He was carried to his room, and 
placed on the bed. 


«© What an eſcape for me] And yet 
the melancholy event that cauſed” it 
rendered me inſenſible to the joy I 
ſhould otherwiſe have experienced. 


" 4 1 


kn About. 
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mu 


g „Abet ten at night Sit William: 


« breathed kis laft in the arms of his 
6 affectionate fon. 1 had been per- 
4 ſuaded to retire, but fainted When I 
« © heard the fad, N - 00 5a hews. 


T5 


W 


Next morning Mr. Roachdale; ami 
« ably attentive to my peace, eſcorted 
me part of the way back to Myrtle 
“ Hall; then returned to give orders 
about the funeral, and to ſettle his 
a other buſineſs at Roachdale abbey, 
« while I and my female attendant _— 
« ' iexched the oy of our journey. | 


, N t, 2 
al La "4 pi! 
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= Eliza received me with all the 


tt ; Swarmth of genuine friendſhip. She 
joined 


* 


Tun Nena RAB. 43 
joined her tears with mine when in- 
* fotmed of her grandfather's death: 
e but *tis impoſſible to Heſeribe” het 
«a altonjſhment when I related to her my 
adventures ſince our ſeparation. Sir 
* William's laſt "requeſt, my long che- 
„ kiſlled attachment to Mr. Roachdale, 
* his paſſion fot me, and the event chat 
% ould moſt likely: follow from all 
« thoſe circutnſtanees, were to her 

3X1 em O bob Marugord * 


9 paſſing . e 1 


Dresen to ie as in 


os! ak, no leſs en She immedi- 


« ately, with engaging archneſs affected 
to treat m th the deference/due to 


2 n and took a particular ple: 


hd If} > — $44 | 4 ſure 
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< ſure in calling me by that name. O 
* enviable title! N * J will 
not anticipate. 


_* Her charming father om to me 
* every day, and, ſent, his letter by a 
« favourite domeſtick. How tender 
* were, his epiſtles! How did he re- 
® gret the unavoidable delay that muſt 
* retard an.,eyent on which his whole 
© happineſs depended ! O my Hen- 
rietta, ſaid he, What an age, and 
« what a number of rivals ſhall I, du- 
6 that time, have to contend with ! 
. lo nol 32nd id 5035 

4: While 1 as! attfivactedute- ee 
de young woman had been recom- 
mended 


a 
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„ mended to Eliza as the daugliter of 
« a clergyman; who had been genteely 
« educated, but reduced to diſtreſs by 
the death of her father. Such an 
object could never ſue in vain to one 
of her amiable and eompaſſionate diſ- 
« poſition. Kitty Martin then was in- 


« ſtantly received into the family a# an 


<4 attendant and humble companion to 
* Miſs Roachdale, with whom ſhe ſoon 
became a particular favourite. The 
« girl was indeed very handy and ob- 
liging, nor did ſhe want for ſenſe. 
« She did not, however, much pleaſe 
„me. There was ſomething I thought 
« of a ſly caſt about her eyes, and ſhe 
„had rather a fawning way with her, 

| « ſomething 
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N ſomething. in Mrs. Bladon's ſtyle, 

7 to whom, by the by, ſhe bore in 

« (I perſon and features no ſmall re- 
an wil 10 0 2: 


: 17 7 . 5 
9 . ws, 4 108 


& My 1 . friend. 11 115 was 
. hardly returned. to us ere ſir Harry 
% Bradſhaw (who, on our receiving a 
„ ſummons, to attend fir William, was 
by forced to,, take his leave) again 
thought fit to pay us a viſit. Polite- 
<« neſs indeed demanded ſome ceremony 
of this nature on Mr. Roachdale's 
e acceſſiqn,to-the title and eſtate of his 
or father. I cauld fee, however, that 
« he was no very welcome gueſt. My 
e 68 inet 5 290351 dear 
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« dear. far William watched both his 
Jooks and mine: no fear of his be- 
ing offended with the latter; nor were 
the former at all in the ſtyle they 
had been on our firſt acquaintance. 
„Eliza now ſeemed to engroſs moſt of 
his attention. + 
A few days after his arrival this 
* W was ne 
5-46 He told fir Wide hae he had 
been informed of the footinF- he was 
in with Miſs Evelyn. (So my lover 
* had named me.) He had therefore con- 
* quered his ae paſſion, or rather 
aii at Fe u 01 the 


4 
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„the charming Eliza had ſaved him 5 
«that trouble. When, without a breach c 
« of friendſhip, added he, I could not BY. 
«indulge myſelf in contemplating the 6 
« beauties of your fair-one, I naturally 60 
turned my eyes of the object that 6 
next to her was moſt atractive: and 00 
* no ſooner did your lovely daughter * 
* engage my attention, than I diſcovered & 
in her a thouſand. captivating - attrac- « 
« tions. To her gentle boſom then * 
my U heart has taken its 4 10 
flight, and there it 2 its * E. 


ſeat. 2 * 3. at W 


2 4 
: 4 . . , 
a , - 4 " . . 


This was to us all a moſt agreeable 
change: to us all, I ſay. Sir William 
« knew 
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« knew nothing faulty in- his character, 
and to his eſtate he coùld have no 
< objections: beſides, he rather wiſhed 
4 [to.:fee: his daughter happily diſpęſed 
* of in martiage before he himſelf. en- 
+. tgred into that ſtate; and as to my- 
* ſelf, I was. pleaſed to get rid of, a 
Iman for whom as a lover I had con- 
*,ceived an averſion. Eliza was beſt. 
{+ pleaſed; of all, becauſe from the firſt 
< ſhe, had. beheld him with partial eyes, 
nor was it to be wondered at; for to 
Ithoſe who were, not rendered blind to 
his attractions by a prior attachment, he 
certainly muſt have appeared a very ac- 
compliſhed ang agreeable man, Gteat- 
* harmony than ever ſubſiſted among 
„Vor. II. D cy 
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c us after this diſcovery, The whole 


« ſtudy of our lovers was to amuſe, 


< and to render themſelves more en- 


' gaging to us. They were continually 


IP 


planning parties ef pleaſure; and 
* when at home, reading, muſic, and 
love, whoſe gentle tale never palls 
«though a | thouſand times repeated, 
made our days paſs gafly on. Sweet, 
4 ſweet were then the Joys' 1 taſted! 


Ah, they only ferved to render my 


ſucceeding woes more poignant. Eaſe 

and happineſs | ſo long uninterrupted 
had ſoftened, and by enervating my 
«mind rendered it more unfit to receive 


«the wa arrow * men 
waormp bod 15 e Y000M1s8% 19 *? 
+ * ' 11 4 A8 
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« As I had no longer any reaſon to 
« diflike fir Harry, but, on the con- 
< trary, regarded him as one Who was 
* ſoon to be nearly connected with me, 
I behaved to him with all the good- 
t humoured , familiarity ; of a friend; 
% nay, once or twice, in the wanton- 
* neſs of youthful vivacity I affected 


to call Eliza to an accpunt fox rob- 


bing me of ſo elegant a lover; ad- 


<* ding, that I had a great mind to lure 


him back again, as there was nothing 
an earth ſo charming as vatiety. 


Thoſe jokes ſhe at- artt} received as 


« they were intended, and abfwered 


« them in the ſame ſtyle; but 1 ſoon 


D 2 « after 


4» | 0 
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« after began to perceive a change 
both in her and © fir: Harry, She 
watched my Idoks every time I ad- 
* Adreſſed him, and he affected an air of 


« u be © She en 
50080999 113 thin a <3- enz 


One day I met him ye chiings done 
ii the library. | 8 
De „„ 
Do be bsw. cried he, advancing 
tome Wich à book in his hand, that 
have been ſearching for ſame re- 
e ceipt to cure an amiable "miſtreſs 
.< of! a little childiſn caprice, which is 
the only foible chat 1 can en in 
£5 e 
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42 8 | „ eiten ce 
= Whit has Eliza and you bad a 
* W ſaid RIH £9 7 

| | 8 N 1 
_— Indeed we barks wierd; he, 
and ſhe ſeems inclined to carry it to 
* greater en than I nnn 4 * 


n i Man 
* Fear not, © ahmed ] coiling; you 
2 8 5 ſome powerful. friends, I for 
one, WhO will undertake; your cauſe, 
nor do I deſpair of bringing about a 
1 Nr reconeiliations . | 
2 1 1 Prv bur 
<A; heal nes ita 
advocate, cried he, you quite: reive 
my diaoping ſpittea In: ſaying his 
gail 23 «© he 
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he raiſed my hand to his lips. 0 


that moment the door opened, a 
Eliza entered, but ſeeing what I re- 
garded as a mere piece of unmean- 
ing gallantry, ſhe ſtarted back, ex- 
claiming, 1 beg pardon, I did not 
* meah to intrude: and inſtantly hur- 
« ried out again. 1 haſtened after her, 
«rallied her upon her precipitate re- 
treat, and the pretty ſpeech ſhe had 


* thrown gut. She wWas filent, thought 


ful and cooly reſerved . At laſt ſhe 
* told me that ſhe had letters to write, 
« and without farther ceremony left me, 
to go to her apartment, ordering her 
„mid Kitty to attend her. This 
ne in Her 0 hurt me ex- 


FF ; A* « ceedingl]y 3 
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* ceedingly ; but I hoped all would. be 
« ſet to rights on her becoming Lady 
« Bradſhaw, which ſhe, had determined 
« ſhould not be till our mourning for 
« fir William was expired, that J. as 
« ſhe ſaid, might ſet her the example: o 
© but now, I reſolved, to uſe my influ- 

« ence over her father to haſten her 
« r* Accordingly, the firſt time 

« we were alone together, 1 talked to, 

« « him on the * As that moſt 

« amiable. of men had no will but mine, 

« * be very: readily promiſed to mearionllſþ 
— it to his daughter. He did ſo. Eliza 
« it ſeems burſt into beats, and begged 
» 7 would! not "Ys her. POOP, that 


—_ TT 


A 


go "0 r Moxxint RanbLe. 
bes « reaſons for ſo. ſtrange a behaviour. 
« She refuſed a ſatisfactory anſwer. He. 


„bade her © beware of yielding” to 


G? Caprice,” or of aged with ber hap- | 
F? 10 ae 11 


7 N ** my oo 1 I? 


oy piacls, 
in this diſagreeable way Ain con- 
*« tinged for ſome days. Kitty was now 
A miſtreſs! 8 inſeparable companion. 


She treated ſir Harry with a haughty 


« reſerve, nor did ſhe any longer mani- 


wa. felt a friendſhip for me. At length, 
* %s even my beloved Roachdale caught 


« the infection: A cloud of ſorrow 
„hung upon his brow. I watched for 
« an opportunity to ſeek an explanation 
«of * new myſtery, but as we Had 
221 þ 1 1 cc com- 
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company in the houſe who were to 
« ſtay ſome time with us, I could not 
« find one. Indeed fir William rather 
e avoided me, than ſought as before 
the pleaſure of my company. On 
e the contrary, Bradſhaw was for ever 
« at my elbow, under a pretence of 
e aſking my advice, and relieving his 
* mind by pouring out his ſorrow to 
& me on his miſtreſs's unkindneſs. In 
« yain 1 told him that his following 
« me, though from ſo innocent a cauſe, 
only ſerved to widen the breach; -nay, 
« that I feared his ſeeming aſſiduity was 
« likewiſe difagreeable to his friend. 
He promiſed to be more cautious for 
the future; ſaid he was à heedlefs 
Ds fellow, 


38 Taz Morninc Ransie. 


fellow, and always getting into ſome 
« ſcrape, or drawing others into one; 
e but ſtill changed not his conduct. 


One evening Mr. Ramſden, who 
« was one of our gueſts, propoſed, 
« while we were at breakfaſt, as an 
6 agreeable jaunt, going to ſee the ele- 
« gant ſeat of Lord Stanwell, which 
had, he faid; lately received ſeveral 
« improvements, and which ſome of the 
ladies, added he (Miſs Evelyn in par- 


< ticular) have never ſeen. 
we | 


This propoſal was readily aſſent- 
eck to, and the catriages were ordered 
<. accordipgly. 2 

5 Sir 
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| 


his return to the company, came be- 
* hind me, affected to whiſper ſome- 
thing, what I know not, having only 
heard him , pronounce Eliza's name 
« diſtinftly, In paſſing on, he bung- 
„ lingly flipped a note into my lap, and 
again left the room. 


«I did not ſee the paper till, on 
< rifing like the reſt to put on my hat, 
it dropped on the floor. Sir William 
« inſtantly ſprung forward and took it 
* up. I coloured: but recollecting that 
Bradſhaw muſt have left it, and that 
6 it was moſt likely ſome requeſt which 

D 6 « he 


Sir Harry roſe from table, and, on 
n d 
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* he had made, perhaps, that I would 
«procure him the happineſs of being 
«.Eliza's companion during our excur- 
« ſion, I became in a moment per- 
i fe&tly eaſy, and ſaid to my lover with 
6 a ſmile; Pray ſatisfy your curioſity, 
«you are extremely welcome to read 
my billet-doux: I have no ſecrets. 
He bowed, thanked me for the liberty, 
« and added with a rather ironical air, 
that he doubted not but that fir Harry's 
« epiſtles' were highly eloquent, if he 
might judge of them _ his t ſuc- 
<« ceſs 3 the _ 
*The aa now appeared at 


« the gate: Mr. Ramſden s Ehaiſe, ſir 
. 66 Wil- 
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„William's coach, and fir Harry's 
e phaeton. iet vn 101 


« Faſt as we were going to ſet off, 
« I miſſed my cloak, which F was ſure 
e my maid had brought me but a few 
moments before. Sir William held 
© out his hand to lead me to His coach, 
* to which Mr. Ramſden proceeded 
« with his aunt and ſiſter, -it being 
« taken for granted that Miſs Roach- 
dale would accompany her lover in 
* his phaeton and Mrs. Ramſden was 
to go with her huſband in his poſt- 
« chaiſe, for ſo was our route ſettled; 
when, as I before ſaid, my cloak 
o 2 4 „Was 
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« as nat to be found. 3 1 ag 
for my maid. | 


„ laid it on the fab, madam, fad 
& ſhe, but it is gone. 


2 . bring Saks Pg 
* ſaid; | 88 


« Sir Harry, came in. 


& Miſs Reachdale, faid he, 1s cruel, 
_ * ſhe refuſes to accompany me: nay, 

in ſpite of my entreaty, ſhe has taken 
her ſeat in the coach. 


v.. 


Then, 
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Then, cried ſir William with a 
&« diſdainful air, your delay, Madam, ; 
* has produced the deſired effect. 


* While he ſpoke, Kitty Martin was 
e ſtanding behind my chair. As ſoon 
&« as he finiſhed his ſentence, I believe, 
% Miſs Evelyn, - ſaid ſhe, 4 have found 
what you have been ſeeking for: you 
have, by miſtake, put your cloak in 
« your pocket, So ſaying ſhe drew + 
« out, from whence ſhe, not 1, had * 
« concealed it. * 


| N 7 | = 
« Of what ſerious conſequences are « al 
« trifles ſometimes productive f i ; 
. 
« Sir 


- 


* 
„5 © 
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Sir William on this reſumed, in an 


| Is accent of diſpleaſure, This is TOS 
G« confirmation. | 


4 7 What do you mean lf interrupted I 
= 2 


„ MTS. 

ut Only that fir Harry is expert at 
* driving a phaeton, returned he with 
6d A ͤcontemptuous ſmile, and that, on 


« this occaſion, he will doubtleſs exert 
- & his utmoſt ſkill. 


28 


Ig 
44 So ſaying he hurried from us, 


3 «though 1 called to him to ſtop, nay 
« ſhould have been humble enough to 
 - Wat. 


4 
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© have followed gh had not Bradſhaw 
- * ſeiſed wy hand. | 5 

_ Stay, aches Henrietta, ' cried 
« he, ſtay and explain to me the cauſe 
« of this ſtrange conduct in the her 
* and the daughter. 7 af WA 9509 


} , ? 
* a 1 * . 


0 100 me go, exclaimed I, violently 
e agitated. . Your unmeaning trifling 
has undone me. What meant you by 
dropping à billet in my lap? What 
did it contain ꝰ You affect to wiſſi a 
«reconciliation | with Eliza, and yet do 
all in your power one would think to 
« widen the breach, whatever was in 

66 **your ridiculous note, 
non © | “ Roach- 
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«© Roachdale is in poſſeſſion of it, 
„ ſaid he; then all will be ſet right. 
Let us. haſten to follow them. By 


the time we meet I hope he will 


« have. read it. He will in it find 
* that Eliza, the cauſeleſsly-jealous 


Eliza, is the burthen and joy of my 


os heart, 


« At firſt I refuſed to accompany 
* him; yet to ſtay behind, to ſtay at 
„home with him, would have 4 ſtill 
« worſe appearance. Ah, it was my 
* cruel fate, nor in my power to avoid 
it. In an evil hour 1 ſuffered him to 
lead me to his pha eto. 

« When 
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When we were ſeated in it, 1 
* turned back involuntarily to look at 
the dear hoſpitable manſion I had 
* heedleſsly quitted ; but how little did 
«I think that look was to be my laſt?! 
« A ſigh, for which at the time I could 
« as little account as my look, eſcaped 
% me. Sir Harry drove off. Oh! how 
« the villanous plotter inwardly tri- 
„ umphed in having gained his point! 
The horſes flew like lightning, and 
te yet my mind flew taſter in e of 
4 my amiable lover. 


« Long and tedious, in ſpite of our 
* expedition did the way appear. 1 
had 
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had been told that it was rather more 
* than eighteen miles to Lord Stanwell's 
from Myrtle-Hall. As I had never 
. * been there, nor even in the road 
% that led to it, I could have no ſuf- 
« picions. I ſpoke but little during 
* our journey: the pleaſing thoughts 
« of ſeeing my Roachdale, of remo- 
eving his unjuſt ſuſpicions wholly en- 
“ groſſed me. 


About five in the afternoon, we 
came within ſight of a genteel-look- 
„ ing houſe ſituated in an extenſive 
« Park; but, though genteel, it did 
not anſwer the expectations I had 
formed of Lord Stanwell's, _ 
«Ag 


4 
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“At length, my dear Miſs Evelyn, 
« cried fir Harry, ſcarce able to com- 
e tain his joy, we have reached the end 
«* of our Journey, m. 

<* Is it poſſible? ſaid I: Can that be 
Stanwell Grove? | 


Even ſo, returned the wreteh; and 
< ſee, continued he, pointing, is not 
« that Mrs. Ramſden yonder at the far- 
* ther-end of the Park? 


| 0 
I ſaw, on his directing my eyes to 
the place, a woman about the ſize 
Sof that Lady, Perhaps it is her, 


„ cned 
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< cried J. Help me to get down, for 
I long to' rejoin my friends. 


His ſervant held the horſes. He 
* took my hand and led. me to the 
„ houſe. 

« know not what ſign he gave to 
ce the fellow who opened the door, but 
«on his aſking if fir William Roach- 
dale and ſome other company were 
„not there, he very readily anſwered, 
« Yes, they are in the dining- room. I 
« flew up ſtairs, threw open the door, 
but finding nobody there, I hurried 
through a range of apartments. Still 
< unſucceſsful in the ſearch of my 
2 „ com- 
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* company, I was turning to deſcend 
« into the gardens, when, to my infi- 
© nite ſurpriſe, I met my worthleſs go- 
* verneſs Mrs. Bladon. I ſuppoſed, 
* however, that Lord Stanwell might 
« have hired her as his . houſekeeper, 
Without taking any notice of her, I 
< proceeded to the ſtair- caſe, but with a 
©. confident air ſhe placed herfelf-i in the 
9 gl to obfiruct my paſſage. - 


Return ehe room you have 
* quitted, if you pleaſe Maſs, ſaid ſhe; 
diſſimulation is no longer neceſſary, 


* you may as well know your fate at 
once. & 4 


« What 
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What does the creature mean * 
« cried I. paſſionately, endeavouring to 
force by herr. 
Lou may as well be civil, ſaid ſhe, 
« compoſedly. I do aſſure you, you 
e ſhall ever by me be treated with the 
e higheſt reſpect : but you mult excuſe 
me; I have orders to detain, you 
* here. Indeed your going down would 
«anſwer no __ for e avenue 
* 15 guarded. pry £03641 © 
nden | 199300: ot ti gonzo? 
O my G—d! exclaimed. I, for 
&« what vile intent am I thus made a 
e priſoner ? 
> a «To 


cc 


ce 
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6 To no vile intent, Miſs, ſaid ſhe 
(following me into the drawing-room 
* which I had returned to, and thrown 
* myſelf into a chair, overwhelmed 
e with the moſt dreadful apprehenſions.) 
Sir Harry Bradſhaw is a gentleman of » 
<« ſtrict honour, and as generous as a 
prince. — But he will himſelf explain 
* his intentions: all the orders 1 re- 
% ceived was, to have this houſe ready 
« for your reception: the reſt of his 
<* attendants have, likewiſe, received 
their inſtructions. He is a moſt charm- 
ce ing plotter. It was at his inſtigation 
e that my daughter went to live with Miſs 
Roachdale. s 

Vor. II. bs *Y « Your 
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% Your daughter! interrupted I; O 
te then I can but too well account for 
the diſcord that has of late been ſown 
« in a family, once the abode of love 


and harmony. 


« Why, to be ſure, Kitty did now 
and then, as I find; drop a few hints 
that were of ſervice to fir Harry; 
« but in the end, Miſs, it will be for 
* your good as well as his, if you are 
* not your own enemy. 


“ Teaſe me no longer with your 
e impertinence, cried I: let me ſpeak 
to your vile employer. Deteſtable as 
| « he 


1 


Tre Morninc RamBLe. 75 


* he is, I will ſo far maſter my juſt re- 
* ſentment as to ſee him, that I may 
* know how he dares treat me with, ſo 


much indignity. 


* fear Miſs, ſaid ſhe, you will not 
long find it convenient to put on 
e ſuch haughty airs: Sir Harry will be 
apt to remind you that you are in his 


power. 


O Heaven! exclaimed I, burſting 
© into-tears, to what am I reduced 


At that moment the wicked Brad- 
* ſhaw made his appearance. He affe&- 
ed an air of tender ſolicitude. 


E 2 4 Good 
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Good G=d! cried he, approach- 
„ing, what do I ſce? my lovely Hen- 
e rietta in tears! Ah let me bury them 
e in the bottom of this faithful, and 
«< enamoured heart. 


« Sir, ſaid J, riſing with indigna- 


tion, I beg to know with what inten- 


tion you have brought me here, and 
« why you have ordered that vile, that 
<« deſpicable woman to detain me againſt 
« my will. Stop in time, recollect 
« yourſelf, remember that I have friends 
« who will not tamely ſuffer me to be 
<« inſulted. ' I ſhall be ſought for, fir; 
„you will be known to have carried 


-CC me 


4 


£6 
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© me off, to have thus baſely trapanned 


* me into your power, 


% Who could doubt your having 
friends, charming Miſs Evelyn? re- 
* turned he; all that behold you muſt 
* be ſo: but as to the friends you 
* mean, they will undoubtedly believe 
* yours to be a voluntary elopement. 


* What, fir, interrupted I, volun- 
« tary! 


« So, Madam, reſumed he, it muſt 
appear from my billet, which you 
„ told me you had left in fir William's 
« poſſeſſion, That, and the ſuſpicions 

E 3 ein- 
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i jinfuſed by Kitty into her miſtreſs, by 
« my inſtructions, cannot fail to pro- 
* duce the deſired effect. All ſtrata- 
* gems in love and war are allowable, 
continued he, attempting to take my 
hand; and that 1 love: you, cruel, 
diſdainful as you are, 1 call heaven 
« and earth to witneſs. For your ſake 
« I impoſed on my friend, - deceived 
<« his ſiſter with a feigned paſſion, and 
« for your ſake I bid defiance to his 
e reſentment. Indeed he will not won- 
« der at my being lured back by the 
force of your attractions, nor will 
« your inconſtancy, charming Henrietta, 
* be much wondered at, ſince your ſex, 


% however little they may prize the 
lover, 


1 
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lover, yet are ever pleaſed with his 
e adoration, nor can patiently fee that 
% adoration laviſhed on another. 


A 

I heard no more: a conflict of paſ- 
« ſions had violently agitated me during 
his dreadful harangue. *T'was too 
« much; I ſunk under the preſſure of 
« my grief: a deep ſwoon for ſome 
time happily rendered me inſenſible 
of my misfortunes, | 4 


They had placed me on a couch, 
and by their remedies reſtored me to 
* miſery. I raiſed myſelf on my elbow, 
weak and languid with my late diſor- 

E 4 a 
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« der; but though my voice was weak, 
«I ſpoke with energy and ftrength. 


« Sw, faid I, if you have either com- 
« paſſion or generoſity in your nature, 
« reſtore me to my friends, Your 
« cruelly detaining me here will anſwer 
no purpole ; for J moſt ſolemnly pro- 
« teſt, added I, claſping my hands and 
« raiſing my eyes to Heaven, that I 
* will die ſooner than be yours on any 


© terms. 


So all young ladies in your ſitua- 
« tion, cried he ſarcaſtically, think it 
« jincumbent on them to ſay at the 


« commencement of ſuch an adventure; 
« but 


4 


True Morning RamBLE. 81 


« but *tis only in plays and novels 
e that they have recourſe. to the bowl 
* and dagger. You, lovely Henrietta, 
continued he in a graver tone, will 
« have. no occaſion for any thing of 
„the kind, ſince I mean not, even in 
e thought, to injure your virtue: no, 
% my intentions are ſtrictly honourable. 
All I wiſh, all I ſue for is, that you 
* will conſent to, be lawfully mine by 
the indiſſoluble bands of matrimony. 
A private marriage indeed it muſt be, 
for ſuch our ſituation requires, but not 


long need it be concealed. 


My patience is exhauſted, for, in- 
terrupted I reſentfully ; though I have, 


E 5 during 
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during your tedious ſpeech, ſtrug- 
e gled for the command of my temper, 
« I will, however, ſo far conquer my- 
„ ſelf, as neither to rave nor exclaim 
* at your baſe and ungenerous treat- 
„ ment; but though I am calm, yet 
* am 1 reſolute, when I again repeat, 
that neither perſuaſion nor force ſhall 
make me conſent to your wiſhes. 
Could you make me miſtreſs of the 
« world, I would refuſe you; nor is 
there a man on earth who could 
« tempt me to inconſtancy. Ever fince 
<« I was ſenſible that I had a heart, it 
has been in the poſſeſſion of my 
e amiable and deſerving lover fir Wil- 


« ham * 
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« ljam Roachdale, and his it ſhall ever 


„continue. 


* 


« We ſhall ſee that, cried he with 
« inſolent gaiety. When you have done 
* what prudent mothers and maiden 
« aunts adviſe, marry firſt, and love 
will come after, perhaps you may 
e find - yourſelf miſtaken z at leaſt 1 
* am determined to try the experiment. 
* You are calm, added he, fo am I: 
*« but I do here moſt ſolemnly ſwear 
that, by to-morrow night, if I live, 
e thoſe arms (and he ſuddenly claſped 
me in them) ſhall either receive you 
« as my bride, or on what you ladies 
call lefs honourable terms. . 
E 6 "2 
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4 ſhrieked and ſtruggled to diſen- 
* gage myſelf. 


„ Be not alarmed, reſumed he, quit- 
ting his hold, you ſhall find me ſtrict- 
« ly tenacious of my word; and here 
 < I faithfully promiſe not to offer you 
the leaſt indignity, or availing my- 
« ſelf of having you in my power by 
_ < indulging myſelf even in the moſt in- 
** nocent liberties. This day is yours, 
no one ſhall dare to moleſt you, diſ- 
«poſe of it as you pleaſe. I hope, 
however, it will be in preparing your 
mind for the happy event which 
« awaits you, and in conquering your 

* maidenly 


1 
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„ maidenly apprehenſions for, remem- 
« ber, continued he raiſing his voice, 
and putting his hand on his breaſt, 
though this day is yours, by all that's 
„ ſacred, to-morrow ſhall be mine. So 
„ ſaying he turned to his vile accom- 
* plice Bladon, and pointing to me, 
“That is your lady, ſaid he: implicit- 
* Ily obey her commands as far as 
« they are conſiſtent with thoſe you 
have received from me: then, bowing 
low, he retired. 


On refuſing to go down, an elegant 

« dinner was ſerved up in my apart- 
« ment, of which, however, I refuſed 
« to taſte, I ſuppoſe the ſervant who 
2 at- 
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attended informed his maſter of this; 
for a few minutes after, a young 
man, of genteel appearance, extreme- 
ly well dreſſed, came in with a meſſage 
from him, which was to intreat me to 
take ſome refreſhment. He was bid 
to add, it ſeems, that for my own 
fake I ſhould not weaken my ſtrength 
and ſpirits by faſting. 


Into what an unfeeling, inſolent 
„ ywretch's power had I fallen ! a wretch 
from whom I could not expect to 
meet with the leaſt compaſſion | 


« Pride and reſentment had hitherto 
« ſupported me, but now I had leiſure 
cc to 


4 
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&« to reflect, to conſider the horrors of 
e my fituation, all my fortitude forſook 
e me, and I burſt into a moſt violent 
* paſſion of tears. The young man 
«+ ſeemed greatly affected at this. 


«* Such beauty, cried he at laſt, would 
« tempt an angel to betray his truſt. |, 
« Be comforted, madam, added he, 
* after a ſhort pauſe; perhaps it may 
«© be in my power to ſerve you. I will | 
„leave you, that .I may conſider of 
« ſome ſcheme to effect your deliver- 
** ance. 8 


„Oh! exclaimed I in a tranſport 
of joy, then will I regard you as 
cc my 
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© my deareſt friend, nor ſhall you go 
unrewarded. 


Take care, madam, interrupted he 
in a low voice, your tranſports may 
„ betray us. Be cautious, and diſſemble. 
« Adieu, continued he, dry your tears 
« and rely on me; for be aſſured I will 
not forget my promile. 


In ſaying this he left me, as vio- 
4 « lently agitated. now with joyful hopes 
«as 1 was before with grief. Thoſe 
„hopes, however, began to deſert me 
„hen I ſaw night approach, and that 
« without having heard any more of 
Amy e deliverer: yet I was ſtill 
« far 


4 
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far from deſpair. Bladon, in the mean 
* time, repeatedly offered to force her 
company upon me; but I put her in 
* mind of her maſter's orders that I 
* ſhould be obeyed: and one of my 
commands is, added I, that I may be 
* left alone. Go then, nor let any one 
« preſume to enter my room for this 
* night, Heaven knows what may be 
my fate to-morrow. 


„She left me, and I threw myſelf 
« into an armed chair, where I fat, in 
the moſt tormenting anxiety, count- 
* ing the clock, and ſtarting at every 


« noiſe. At laſt; about twelve at 


night, ſome one ſoftly tapped at my 
door. 


= 
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door. It was bolted on the inſide. 
*I was going to open it, when I ſaw 
* a billet ſlipped through the creviſe 
of it. | 


When the family are in bed, whif- 
* pered à voice, which I knew to be 
* that of my new friend, you ſhall hear 
e farther from me. 


] hurried back to my ſeat with the 
®YJelcome letter; but, .ah! what was 
my horror and diſtreſs, when I found 
the terms on which alone I was to 
d expect deliverance! The contents 
were as follow. Deeply is every fatal 
line impreſſed on my mind. 

THE 
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HE BILL E I. 


IR Harry has made me a propo- 
a, which both the Indies ſhall not 
* tempt me to comply with. No, ma- 
dam, though unfortunate, I will not 
* ſtoop ſo low as to play the villanous 
part he would allot, me. He never, 
from the firſt of his paying his ad- 
* dreſſes to you, had any intention of 
making you his wife, but intends to 
deceive you by a ſham- marriage, and 
he fancies, he has prevailed on me, 
ein diſguiſe, to perform, or rather to 
pro- 
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profane, the ſacred ceremony. I find 
* roo, that if you refuſe to be his on 
* theſe ſeemingly-honourable terms, a 
* ſtill more dreadful fate (that is to 
* ſay, more horrid at the time though 
* not more dreadfull in its conſequences) 
© awaits you. The wretch, into-whoſe 
power you have unhappily been tre- 
« panned, is hardened againſt all the 
tender feelings of humanity : What 
© therr can ſave you? Think not, ma- 
dam, that I exaggerate your danger in 
© order to facilitate my wiſhes, or that 
il mean toterrify you into compliance: 
no, moſt lovely of women, when you 
* know me better, you will know that 
I ſcorn a falſhood. When you know 
4 my 
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* my ſad ſtory, you will know that, 
9 though adverſity has emptied all her 
* quiver on me, premeditated guilt has 
not yet polluted my ſoul. You will 
then, perhaps, think me leſs preſump- 
© tuous/ than I may at preſent appear, 
< when I yenture to declare that I adore 
you. For ſome years I have groaned 
under the load of a wretched. exiſt- 
* ence, which misfortunes, | that I ſhud- 
der but to recollect, have rendered a 
* burthen to me: but now a ray of | 
comfort darts acroſs the gloom, and 
love, again, has taught my heart to 
© feel a momentary - tranſport. You 
alone, charming Henrietta, can re- 
concile m to a world where hitherto 


© ] have 


94 Tur Monxixe RAMBLE. 


© I have taſted only the bitter cup of 
« affliction, Be mine, | promiſe to be 
* mine, and I will deliver you, though 
« fr Harry and all his emiſſaries ſtood 
armed to oppoſe me. Be mine, I re- 
peat, honourably mine, and the whole 
* buſineſs of my life ſhall be to expreſs 
my gratitude. On this condition I 
* wait.. I am prepared. Be the danger 
what it will; I will die or convey you 
* to a place of ſafety. One word wrote 
Wich your pencil, Yes, or No, ſhall 
determine me. If the latter, I go 
here my deſpair ſhall lead me. 

What deſperate act that may prompt 
© me to commit, Heaven alone can tell: 
but I know, I feel, that if difap- 
| * pointed 


i» 
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pointed in this my only-remaining 
* hope, my death J hear a noiſe : 
© let me haſten to deliver this. De- 
termine quick, for no time is to be 
* loſt, Adieu — if you refufe, adieu 
for ever, 


STENESN? 


O, cried 
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* O, cried I, throwing the letter from 
* me, and wringing my hands in a 


o 


** 


tranſport of grief, if theſe are the 
« terms, let me rather ſtay; death will 
ſoon effectually releaſe me. 


& 


* 


« A ſecond tap at the door inter- 
« rupted my complaints. 


LY 


« One word, Madam, ſaid he ſoftly ; 
Have you conſidered ? 


« Yes, returned I, ſpeaking indiſ- 
« creetly loud; yes, and am fixedly 
determined to brave my fate rather 
than conſent to what you propoſe. 
« Ungenerous man! added I weeping, 
« who 
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who have it in your power, and yet 
cruelly refuſe to deliver one in my 


diſtreſsful ſituation. 


« Ah, what do I hear? exclaimed 
ſome one who ſeemed by the voice to 
be cloſe behind me; what, have you 
already had the art to corrupt the 
fidelity of my people? I ſtarted, 
ſcreamed, and flew to unbolt my 
door. I had juſt time to effect this 
without unlocking it, when I was 


pulled back, and encircled in Sir 


Harry's deteſted arms. Ah! what 
were my horrors at that fatal mo- 


*% 


ment! 
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* You have ſet me an example, cried 
* he panting for breath, and graſping 
„ me with all the convulſive emotions 
* of wild and ungovernable paſſion, 
“ You, in your turn, are become a 
“ plotter; and he proceeded to take a 
e thouſand liberties which all my ſtrug- 
“ pling could not prevent. 


« Oh! deliver me! ſave me! ſcream- 
« ed J. On any terms ſave me! fave 


6 mc 1 


At that moment I heard a violent 
« effort made to break open the door. 


« Save me! ſave me ! on any terms ſaye 
: | « "as, 
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me, for the love of heaven! repeat- 
ed I. 


* The villain had dragged me to a 
couch. I thought my ruin inevi- 
table, when with a great noiſe, the 


hinges of the door gave way ; it fell, 
O what ſhall 


and in ſprung my 


1 call him? alas! to what purpoſe 


did he deliver me ! a 


« Sir Harry quitted his hold of me, 
but inſtead of drawing his ſword, 
like a guilty coward he ran to the 


bell, rang it with violence, and loudly 
called for his attendants. 


FA « Mr. 
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« Mr. Sidney ſeized him by the col- 
lar, and clapping a piſtol to his head, 
A wretch like you, ſaid he, deſerves 
no mercy : yet do I ſcorn to take 
advantage of your cowardly terror : 
conſent to let Miſs Evelyn go and 
I'll releaſe you, if not, take your 
choice of this, or that (pointing to 
the piſtol he held and one he had laid 
on the table) then, either let me die 
in ſo juſt, ſo noble a cauſe, or elſe 


hve to deliver her. 


« Sir Harry ſnatched the piſtol out 
of his hand, and inſtantly diſcharged 


it at his then unarmed antagoniſt. 
. « For- 
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Fortunately for me he received but a 


ſlight wound, 


« Enraged at ſuch treatment, he flew 
to the other inſtrument of death, and 
{kilſully directing his aim, in a mo- 
ment laid my intended raviſher dead 


at my feet. 


« On this, Fly, fly, cry'd he, a chaiſe 
waits in the court; fly, and may hea- 
ven be your guide. My paſſage will 
be intercepted. I hear the ſervants : 
they are aſſembled. No matter, let 


them take my life: in ſuch a cauſe 
'tis a glory to loſe it. 
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O fly likewiſe, my generous deli- 
verer, interrupted I trembling ; ſave 


yourſelf, 


„In ſaying this, I haſtened as faſt as 
my terror and emotions would permit 
towards the ſtairs. A crowd of the 
domeſticks met me: amongſt the reſt 
the vile Bladon, who advanced and 
ſeized me by the arm. 


« Help me to ſecure her, cry'd ſhe 
to her companions. We all heard the 
report of piſtols : who knows but ſhe 
has murdered my maſter? Secure 
her till we ſee what has happened. 
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« At that inſtant, with an air of 


. deſperation, Mr. Sidney, his ſword 


drawn, ruſhed into the midſt of 


them. 


« Touch her at your peril, cry'd he 
in a voice like thunder, and at the 
ſame time clearing the way by bran- 
diſhing his ſhining weapon, He pur 
my arm under his; and fo effec- 
tually did he intimidate the daſtardly 
throng by his menaces, and the re- 
ſolute fierceneſs of his air, that, in 
ſpite of the number who oppoſed our 
paſſage, he bore me off in ſafety to 
the carriage which he had provided 
to be in waiting. He lifted me into 
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* it, placed himſelf by me, and away 
* we drove, I now fainted, nor could 
all his endeavours reſtore me to life 
* till we ſtopped for refreſhment at a 
lone farm-houſe; he having ordered 
the poſtillion to quit the main road, 
and to drive at random into the firſt 
* path he met with, only taking care 
« to make all poſſible expedition. This 
« was a very neceſſary precaution, as 
« there was no doubt, but that, on Sir 
1 Harry's being found dead, and on 
“ his ſervants having time for a little 
* recolleCftion, we ſhould be purſued. 


« All that night we continued our 


« uncertain route through lonely paths, 
- 


4 
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by the light of the moon. Neither 
Mr. Sidney nor I ſpoke ten words 
during the whole time. He fre- 
« quently ſighed as if his heart would 
«© break, while mine was filled with the 


C 


* 


moſt dreadful forebodings as to my fu- 
« ture fate. The apprehenſion that he 
te would ſpeak to me of his fatal paſ- 
e ſion made me afraid to interrupt the 
„ ſilence. Once, by a fort of involun- 
« tary emotion, he feized my hand, 
« but, as if recollecting himſelf, he 


A 


ſuddenly dropped it, and folding his 
arms heaved a ſigh, and reclined his 
head in a penſive poſture againſt the 
4 back of the chaiſe. 


F x*; « About 
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“ About ten in the morning chance 
brought us to one of the moſt beauti- 
fully-romantick ſpots I ever beheld. 


For a moment, as I gazed, the de- 


lightful proſpects, with which we were 


ſurrounded, ſhed a calm ſerenity over 
my mind. I could not help calling 
upon my companion, who fat buried 
in thought, to look round and par- 
take of my pleaſure, He did ſo; 
but, good heaven, what agitations 
did he maniteſt ! 


He claſped his hands. 


Tux Morning RamBre. 107 


* Gracious providence, cry'd he, how 
« juſt are thy decrees! That cave in 
* in which I ſought ſhelter for my life, 
« when it was forfeited to the law, will 
* now become my grave. | 


So ſaying, he called to the poſtil- 
lion, who ſtopped : then addreſſing 
„ himſelf to me, As a recompence, he 
« ſaid, for the trifling ſervice I have 
« rendered you, condeſcend, lovely, 
« and much-loved Henrietta, to ho- 
% nour me with your company for a 
« quarter of an hour: I wiſh to talk to 
you on a ſubject deeply intereſting to 
« me. Fear not, added he, ſeeing me 
change colour; *tis not of my hope- 

F 6 “ leſs 
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© leſs paſſion; that ſhall be buried with | 
« me. 


— 


He ſtepped out of the chaiſe and 
held out his. hand to aſſiſt me. I 
« drew back, terrified to death at the 
thoughts of quitting the carriage, and 
being alone with him in ſo retired a 
« ſituation. 


* 


Fear nothing, repeated he; but 
« you muſt accompany me in a ſhort 
« walk. Soon, continued he fighing, 
* ſhall I reach the end of my journey, 
then may you in peace purſue yours. 


« He turned to the driver. At'the 
f « end 
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4 end of that ſhady lane, ſaid he to him, 
there is a houſe where you may meet 
<* with refreſhment for yourſelf, and for 
„your horſes. This Lady will join 
you there. You cannot miſs your 
« way : a ſtrait path is before you. 


« Again he preſented his hand to 
« help me out. I gave myſelf up for 
« loſt, yet durſt not exaſperate him by 
« a refuſal, as he had it in his power 
to compel me, and I thought it would 
be ſafeſt to diſſemble, and in appear- 
e ance to place ſome confidence in him. 
« More than half dead I ſuffered him 


* to lift me out; but I had no ſooner 
| « ich 
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« ſet my foot to the ground, than 1 
« found myſelf ready to faint. 


„ We will breakfaſt before our walk, 
& ſaid he; aſſiſting me to get in again. 
« Go, drive to the farm; ſpeaking to 
the poſtillion. 


% My heart beat with tranſport at 
& this reprieve. At the farm we pro- 
4 cured a moſt excellent repaſt. My 
e ſpirits were greatly revived. Mr. 
« Sidney, in ſpite of my moſt friendly 
« entreaties, would take nothing but a 
« glaſs of cold water. A deep and 
&« ſettled melancholy appeared in his 


„ countenance ; but there was nothing 
either 
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either in his looks or manner that gave 
* me room to ſuſpect his having har- 
„ boured any deſigns againſt my ho- 
* nour: indeed he ſeemed too much 
« ſunk in grief for any paſſion of that 
* nature to find a place in his breaſt. 


When I had finiſhed my repaſt, he 
* again renewed his requeſt that I would 


* accompany him in a walk. 


« I want, ſaid he, to ſhew you a 
« hermitage which once, in extremity, 
« afforded me a retreat, and where 1 
* now purpole to end my days. I un- 
« derſtand, I can account for your re- 
luctance, your backwardneſs to oblige 


„ me 
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„ me in this; but, be aſſured, added 
*. he mournfully ſhaking his head, my 
thoughts are far otherwiſe employed 
than on ſcenes of that nature: I am 


4 no raviſher, madam, 


O Sir, interupted I, pardon a poor 
&. girl who has had but too much cauſe 
to think unfayourably of your ſex, 
« Deem me not ungrateful: I have 
„ not forgot, I never will forget that 
« you are my generous deliverer. Would 


“ to heaven it were in my power to 


make you a ſuitable return! I do 


© not aſk it, ſaid: he; there is but one 


thing, and that you ſay you cannot 


grant. A happier man— Sir William 
Roachdale 
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Roachdale—I know your ſtory, Ma- 
dam. Come, then, and when we 
arrive at a place gloomy enough for 
for ſuch a relation, you ſhall alſo 


2 


know mine. 


© made no anſwer, but ſuffered him 


to take my hand. 


„He led me in filence acroſs fome 


flowery meadows, till we reached a 


thick wood, through which, by a 
mazy path, he alſo led me, Sighs 
ſtill were his only language. 


« At the end of a wood, on the fide 


of a riſing hill, at the foot of which 
cc ran 
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ran a cryſtal ſtream, we ſaw a cave, 
the entrance of it almoſt choaked with 


« Hail, ſacred and friendly aſylum ! 
cry'd my companion, Gloomy way 
my mind when I laſt tremblingly ap- 
proached you : but not ſo gleemy as 
now. Sit down, Madam, continued 
he, turning to me: here on this ver- 


« dant bank reſt after your walk. Reſt! 
« ah, *tis here J, alſo, come to find it. 
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Now hear me, Henrietta. 


« Born with ſtrong paſſions, and un- 
der an unlucky planet, I could not, 


but be wretched, It would pain you 
| 4 cc too 


(* 


oo 


cc 


te 


cc 


cc 


cc 


te 


cc 


cc 


cc 


TAE Morning RAukLE. 113 


too much to hear my fatal ſtory. 
Why ſhould I trouble you? No, here 
let both it and me be buried in eternal 
oblivion. I might, had I not beheld 
you, have dragged on a few years 
more of a wretched exiſtence ; but in 
death I now, tortured with a hopelefs 
paſſion, ſeek relief from the anguiſh 
of deſpair, I cannot live without 
you; yet I do not, will not aſk you 
to unite yourſelf to one ſo unfortunate 
as me: you deſerve a better fate. 


| 1 
“ Yet, were you to be mine, O tran- 
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ſporting thought ! -I would convey 


you to the ſweet retreat of innocence 
and peace; to a mother, beſt of wp- 
men, who would adore you; to hum- 

ble 
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ble ſcenes of rural felicity.—But I 
* rave. Pardon me: the gaudy viſion 
* takes its flight, I brought you here, 
Madam, to witneſs my death; that 


. . — 


ö 


« you might hear me, with my laſt 
breath, ſigh forth your beloved name; 


« I brought you here that you might be 
« the laſt object I behold in life. Ah! 
your preſence will ſoften the borrors 


4 of death. 


— 
* 


© So ſaying he drew his ſword. 


„What mean you, Sir? cry'd I haſ- 
« tily, ſeizing his arm. 


Not to terrify you, not to make a 
„ 
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« vain boaſt, returned he, but actually 
„to die at your feet. 


« My G—d! ſaid 1 weeping, what 
<« ſhall I ſay to diſſuade you from your 
« fatal purpoſe ? O conſider the dread- 
* ful conſequences—not in this world, 
but the next 


« Of that I muſt take my chance, 
„ cried he, with an air of reſolute de- 
„ ſpair, Farewell. No arguments, no 
* perſuaſions can alter my fixed re- 
« ſolve: there is but one thing, and 
« that I neither aſk nor hope for. 
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mY 
% My heart diſſolved with the moft 
tender compaſſion, to ſee a youth ſo 
* amiable-in diſpoſition, and ſo elegant 
* in form, bent on ſo deſperate a deed. 
What misfortunes, thought I, can at 


bis age (for he did not ſeem above 


e twenty) have happened to have given 
“him ſuch diſtaſte to life? I pauſed, 
« ] endeavoured to recolle& my ſcat- 
<« tered ſenſes, I called on Heaven to 
direct me. Alas! while I thus deli- 
&« berated, he uttered a groan of an- 
„ ouiſh, and ere I could prevent him 


« fell on his ſword. 


« Oh! 
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« Oh! ſtop, ſtop, ſcreamed I: live, 
« live and I will be yours, if nothing 
s elſe can ſave you. 


« Is it poſſible, cried he claſping his 
* hands in a tranſport of joy; what 
do I hear? — But I am wounded, 
perhaps mortally. Yet renew your 
e dear promiſe : ſay, if I ſhould live, 
* will you be mine? If not, this arm 
« 1s not enfeebled, it can repeat {the 
« blow. Swear, added he; here kneel 
* by me and ſwear, that if I live you 
* will be mine: my ſtreaming blood 
« ſhall be a witneſs to your vow. 


2 Z 
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* What could I do? my limbs re- 
« fuſed to ſupport me : I trembled, and 
half, fainting ſunk down by his ſide, 
« where, repeating after him, I ſealed 
« the fatal engagement. He then made 
e uſe of our handkerchiefs to bind up 
his wound, It was in his breaſt, and 
« by the effuſion of blood, I gueſſed it 
« to be both deep and dangerous. 
«© With great difficulty, giving him all 
« the aſſiſtance in my power, we reach- 
« ed the cottage. The friendly inha- 
« bitants put him to bed, and ſent for 
* a ſurgeon from a neighbouring town. 


25 
| « In 
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In a fortnight, Mr. Sidney's wound 
vas perfectly cured. I had, during 
* that time, endeavoured to teach my 
heart the difficult taſk to forget my 
„long: loved Roachdale, and to ſub- 
o ſtitute the unfortunate Sidney in his 
% place. Alas, ſaid I, my nature is too 
* conſtant to admit of ſuch a change; 
and I fear I ſhall be compelled, in 
e ſpite of duty, in ſpite of reaſon to 
« carry my firſt fatal paſſion to my 
grave. That paſſion, once ſo pure, 
« and which J could cheriſh without a 
* bluſh, has now, by involuntarily 
* indulging it, polluted my heart and 
„filled it with guilt, a tain which all 

Vol. Il. 1 < theſe 
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e theſe penitent tears of fruitleſs an- 
* guiſh which I ſhed in private cannot 


«© waſh our. 


« The dreaded morn at laſt arrived 
« on which I was to ſeal my engage- 
© ment. With difficulty I was kept 
from fainting during the ſacred ſer- 
% vice; but when at the end the en- 
* raptured Sidney ſaluted me as his 
« wife, the prieſt, the altar, the com- 
e pany ſwam in confuſion before my 


« fight, my head grew giddy, and 1 


de fell ſenſeleſs into his arms. All his 


e tenderneſs, all his fond aſſiduity, ah, 
« what were they but ſo many dag- 
40 gers to my heart! When he lay 
5 locked 
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* locked in the ſoft embrace of balmy 
* ſleep, how wet was my pillow with 
* my faſt-falling tears! how red my 
eyes when in the morning we Ppre- 
e pared to renew our journey! The 
kind adizus of our worthy hoſtels, 
e ſerved to increaſe my melancholy. 
4 There, thought I, on caſting my 
eyes towards the cave where fo fatal 
* a tragedy had been acted, on that 
< ſpot, if ever 1 paſs this way again, 
« will I erect a monument to perpe- 


tuate the memory of my irretrievable 
© misfortunes, 


— 


* You are melancholy, my adored 
Henrietta, ſaid Mr. Sidney when we 


G 2 « ſtopped 
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ſtopped to dine: let me divert your at- 
* tention from the recollection of paſt 
e ſcenes, in which you are too deeply 
< intereſted, by relating the hiſtory of 
my life: 'tis fitting you ſhould know 
* ſomething of the man on whom you 
have conferred the higheſt felicity. 
« Liſten then, my love, continued he, 
* preſſing my hand between his, #liſten 
<*« to misfortunes,” which will make you 


think lightly of your own. 


« My birth, ſaid he, beginning his 
e narrative, has ſome reſemblance to 
that of my Henrietta; like hers it 
% was for ſome years myſterious. I 
„ knew, indeed, the comfort of a mo- 
e ther's 
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&« ther's tender care; but for a father 
* —horror chills my foul at the fatal 
name. K 

* He pauſed, he wiped the clammy 
ſweat from his face, put up an ejacula- 
A tory prayer to Heaven, then reſumed 
&« 25 follows, 


+\ 


The firſt thing I diſtinctly remem- 
ber was my living in a {mall- cottage 
with ſeveral other children about my 
* own age. I was but ill fed, and not 
much better cloathed; nevertheleſs, 
the good woman of the houſe, whom 
« I afterwards found to be my nurſe; 
treated me with great kindneſs, and 

6 3 gave 
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* gave me all the attendance in her 
** power; but ſhe had a large family, and 
* the cloaths that were ſent me ſhe pru- 
« dently divided amongſt us all. 


One day I was playing by the ſide 
of a pond with ſome of my compa- 
* nions, when over-reaching myſelf I 
« felt in. At that moment I heard a 
* loud ſhriek, and inſtantly a woman 
*« jumped in after me, claſped me in 
« her arms, and brought me ſafe on 
„ ſhore, crying, My child! my darling 
„ child} Oh! I will never leave you 
* more. Rather let me ſtarve, if I can 


« but procure food for thee, than ever 
more 
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© more truſt my only treaſure to the care 
« of ſtrangers, | 


“While ſhe ſpoke, ſhe fondly hug- 
« ved me to her boſom. .I looked up 
* at her with ſurpriſe. I had never be- 
“fore ſeen ſuch a face, and, young 
« as I was, I found ſomething engage- 
ing in beauty. My mother, for it 
was her, poſſeſſed that fatal gift in a 
very high degree. 


When we got to the cottage and 


© had changed our cloaths, I refuſed 


eto quit her arms, ſaying, I will live 


with you, you ſhall be my mammy, 


and I will love you dearly. 
G 4 * And 
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And fo you ſhall, my angel, re- 
turned ſhe kiſſing me. I have left 
«fir Joſeph's, continued ſhe, addreſ- 
* ſing herſelf to my nurſe: you will 
* ſoon hear the cauſe, it is but too well 
* known to be a ſecret long. I dif- 
« dain however to be the relater. The 
rich and great, fancy that virtue and 
* poverty are incompatible. I am in- 
% deed poor, but I am nevertheleſs— 
„Ah, what was I going to ſay? added 
« the, and preſſed my cheek to hers to 
hide her bluſhes, while a tear ſtole 


from her eye. 


1 « You 
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Lou may believe, ſaid Mr. Sidney, 
e that I do not repeat all this conver- 
<« ſation; and other little circumſtances 
from my own remembrance; no, tis 
from my mother, who often, with a 
% melancholy tale, beguiled a tedious 
e winter night, that I learnt thoſe _ 


5 


„ dculars. 


« She paid my nurſe, and took me 
„with her. I was ſtrong of my age, 
* and with the innocent vivacity of 
youth, chearfully tripped on by her 
4 9 holding her hand. | 


G5 Für 
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For three days, by ſhort ſtages, we 
* continued our journey, when we ar- 
„ rive4 at a remarkably-pleaſant little 
© market town, the fituation of which 
was perfectly romantick. Juſt at the 
entrance of this town, a neat wood- 
bine- covered cottage preſented itſelf. 
My mother tapped at the gate. A 
decent old woman appeared. My mo- 
* ther looked at her. 


„Has fix years of forrow ſo much 
altered my features as to make you 
forget me? ſaid ſhe. You, who once 
felt for me all a mother's fondneſs; 


© mare, alas! than mine experienced! 
« 4 | can 
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* can you have forgotten your child, 
Las you uſed to call me, your poor 
„Caroline? 


« Caroline ! exclaimed the old wo- 
„man; O it is the, it is my dear 
« young Lady. I thought I knew that 
„ ſweet face. Alas! how many tears 
* have I ſhed! But come in, come in 
to my humble habitation, come and 
take ſuch refreſhments as the houſe 
« affords. 


I am too minute, faid Mr. Sidney; 
« ket me hurry over my infancy. 


G 6 « We 
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We continued with the worthy old 
„% Martha; till her death, my mother 
« afliſting to maintain us by her needle. 
« I was put to a free- ſchool. Thus, in 
humble, but contented obſcurity I 
«ſpent the firſt twelve years of my 
« Hs 1222-0 


Though my mother never told me 
the particulars: of her 2 yet I 
found, by the hints which dropped in 
« converſation between her and Martha, 
* that ſhe was well born, and that her 
* parents lived in affluence, but that ſhe 
e had irretrie vably forfeited their favour. 
and countenance, by a private marriage, 
as J gueſſed, for on that head I never 

e heard 


* 
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« heard her explicit. I aſked her one 
% day however if my father was alive.— 
« Oh! my G—d! cry'd Mr. Sidney at 
e this part; alive! horrid, horrid recol- 
<« letion After this digreſſion he con- 
« tinued ſome time ſilent, then re- 
* ſumed—She anſwer'd no, and changed 
“the ſubject. 


, 


„Martha at her death had left my 
mother all her little fortune, which 
* conliſted of a cow, ſome chickens, 
the cottage, and a ſmall piece of 
ground, for which ſhe paid five 
pounds a year to the Lord of the 
«© manor. On the produce of this 
© little farm we had, with the aſſiſtance 

*o 
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of my mother's induſtry, lived com- 


« fortably for ſeveral years. Martha's | 


« death was a great affliction to us both. 
« Our winter-nights appeared long and 
« dreary. I had now left ſchool and 
« undertaken the management of our 
« farm, a fort of buſineſs, however, 
« which was very far from being to my 
« taſte, and which indeed I very little 
« underſtood ; but as my mother could 
not afford to have me taught any pro- 
« fefſion, or to bind me to any trade, I 
&« was forced to be content with that, 
<,intending, when J had acquired x 
« little knowledge of it, to enlarge my 
« ftock. Unfortunate raſhneſs! I did 


« ſo, about a twelvemonth after the 
| | death 
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death of our friend. We now began 
« to receive the viſits of our neigh- 
* bours, and live more ſociably, but alas 
e not near fo peacefully or contentedly 
« 23 we had done before, when round 
« 2 clear wood fire, with clean hearth, 
« Martha told her tale of innocent ſu- 
« perftition; or my mother, in her ſoft 
e plaintive way, recalFd paſt ſcenes, 
« and bleſs'd Providence who had fuf- 
« fer'd her to reſt from her ſorrow in fo 
comfortable an aſylum; or when 1 
« read to them from Thomſon's' flowery 
page, or Young's foft melancholy 
< ſtrains, 


ah 
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My mother now began to be peſ- 

* tered with lovers. She had hitherto 
lived in ſuch retirement that ſhe was 
hardly known by fight; but now the 
fame of her beauty ſpread: all round 
the country. Our landlord heard of 
© it, and curioſity tempted him to call 
eat our houſe. - Unfortunately for that 
e curiolity,- my mother happened to be 
from home. He loaded me with ci- 
«© vilities, and promiſed whenever he 
ame that way to repeat bis viſits. 
Mean time I went on in my farming; 
© but, notwithſtanding the utmoſt care 
* and induſtry, nothing proſper'd that 
« F undertook. In three years time I 
| „found 
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found our affairs in the higheſt dif- 
* order: rent was due, and no probabi- 
* lity of paying it. At laſt we made 
« ſhift to borrow it of one of our rich 
* neighbours. Our landlord at leaft 
« way ſatisfied. He had not repeated his 
* viſits being ill of the gout. By the 
e time my note to the farmer became 
due, things were in a worſe ſituation 
than ever. We could not diſcharge 
«* it, For ſome weeks he bore with our 
« delays; then, without either pity or 
« remorſe, ſeized our ſtock, nay all we 
* had in the world. My mother and I 
« were turned out of houſe and home, 
* without having a friend in the world 


„ to whom we could apply for relief. 
__ 
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« At laſt we determined to try if we 
could move our landlord's heart in 
* our favour, He was exceedingly rich, 
« and had no family but a wife. As 
«we could not now command a horle, 


« far leſs any other carriage, we ſet out 


on foot one fine May morning, my 


mother neat and elegant in her dreſs, 
in ſpite of the plain coarſeneſs of her 
* apparel, I lent her my arm for her 
* ſupport. We reached the *Squire's in 
the evening, and ſtopped at the gate. 


My mother enquired for Mrs. S——. 


My Lady, faid one of the ſervants, 
« is not at home, but I believe, if you 
| | have 


4 
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* have any buſineſs, you may ſpeak 
* with my maſter, 


My mother was uſher'd in, and 
« the butler order'd to entertain me in 
« the hall. Over our tankard of ale 
„Mr. William talked of his maſter. 
« He did not paint him in the moſt fa- 
« yourable colours. I began to fear 
our journey would prove a fruitleſs 
«© one, when, amongſt other deſcrip- 
e tions of his character, he ſaid, I don't 
te believe he would give a ſhilling to ſave 
his brother from ſtarving, and yet he 
« will beſtow hundreds on any dirty 
« drab that he happens to take a fancy 
«© to. My poor miſtreſs, between you 

* and 
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and me, friend, has but a very ſorry 
« time of it—As he thus ran on, I 
heard a loud ſcream. 


„Heaven! who is that? cry'd 1 


« ſtarting, 


„What ſort of a woman is your 
mother? ſaid William. 


« My mother! exclaimed I; ah,what 
* do you mean? 


« While I ſpoke, the ſhriek was ſill 
more loudly repeated, and I thought 
J knew the voice to be that of my 
mother. 421 8 


a * »Tis 
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«Tis ſhe, *tis ſhe, cry'd I, furiouſly 
e ſnatching up a loaded fowling-piece 
« which lay on the table ; dearly ſhall 
« the infamous villain repent if he has 


« dared to attempt her honour. 


« Another ſcream ! - 


« I flew to the place from whence 
© it ſeemed to proceed. The ſervants 


e had been uſed to ſuch ſort of clamour, 


« for no one but myſelf appeared either 
ſurpriſed or diſconcerted, nor did any 
« one but myſelf think of going to ſee 
« what was the matter. The noiſe which 
« fti]] continued directed me to the place. 

2 
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The door was locked on the inſide, 
but I ſoon wrenched it open, What a 
« ſcene then preſented itſelf ! my mo- 
ther, with garments all diſorder'd, 
. forcibly held down on a couch, and 
he, inhuman raviſher, determined to 
* proceed to the laſt extremity. He 
* ſprung up on my entrance, on which, 
guided by my rage, 1 fired, and too 
< tatally hit my mark : he fell weltering 
< in his blood, which guſhed in ſtreams 
from the mortal wound; My half. 
diſtracted mother wildly claſped her 
hands in an agony of grief and hor- 
<< rox, exclaiming, in a voice that made 
me ſhudder, Ah wretch, unfortunate 

3 | « wretch! 
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« wretch ! you have murdered your 
father! 0 


” 4 
Wg * 


Here Mr. Sidney ſtarted. from his 
& ſeat, and while his eyes mad glared, 
* cry'd, pointing to the door, Ah, there 
66 he is! ſee his brains! his convulſive 
* throws! Juſt, ſo he looked, juſt ſo 
he looked at his ill-fated fon in the 
« laſt agonies of death. ln 


_ « Exhauſted by the violence of his 
<* emotions, he at laſt ſunk again into 
his ſeat, and after a ſhort pauſe, du- 
ring which his breaſt heaved with 
« mournful ſighs, he thus went on. 
Wen 1 


« Permit 


* . 
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„Permit me, charming Henrietta, to 
« draw a veil over ſo horrid a ſcene. To 
«© conceive an idea of it, it muſt have 
been ſeen, it muſt have been felt as I 
felt it. I was inſtantly ſeized, bound, 
* and confined in an old ſtrong tower, 
« at ſome diſtance from the houſe, 
« which had formerly been the family- 
« caſtle. There was I ſhut up till the 
next ſeſſions when I could take my 


«trial. Dark, unwholſome and gloomy 


« was my priſon. No bed, no fire, no 
light; and What was till worſe, no 
© companion to ſoften the horrors of my 
« fate, A thouſand dreadful images 
« roſe to my diſtracted imagination. I 


fe 4 _ fancied 
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& fancied I heard ſad ſhrieks, the rattling 
of chains, and even ſaw the terrify- 
e ing ſpectre of my murdered father, 
ho gnaſhed his teeth at me, and ac- 
* cuſed me of having plunged his guilty | 
&* ſoul into endleſs miſery, It is a won- 
« der. that 1 preſerved my reaſon in ſo 
< horrid. a ſituation, I threw myſelf 
“ proſtrate on the ſtraw appointed for 
* my bed, and reſted my face on my 
* hands, not daring to open my eyes. 
For three whole nights and fedious 
% days did I lead a lingering death, ſub- 
<« fiſting on the bread and water that had 
ce been left for me, but without ſeeing 
<* a ſingle foul. On the third night, as 
„ lay trembling with fearful appre- 

Vol. II. H henſions, 
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„ henſions, I heard, diſtinctly heard, to 
my inexpreſſible diſmay, the ſound of 
« foot-ſteps, aſcending to my dreary 
apartment. They drew nearer. My 
* hair ſtood an end when I next, heard 
« the room-door turn on its ruſty hinges. 
« Atſuch a time of night what could, it 
be, I thought, but either a ghoſt or 
<« an aſſaſſin come to put a ſecret end to 
e my wretched exiſtence ! I lay ſtill, 
and durſt hardly breathe. 


« Riſe, ſaid a voice which was not 
e unharmonious ; riſe, fear nothing, I 


am come to deliver you. 
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&« ] ventured to lift my head. A 
man, muffled in a great coat, ſtood 
by me with a dark-lantern in his hand. 


<« Riſe, repeated he, your mother has 

« found a friend in her extremity. She 
« js ſafe under his care. Look at me: 
do you not recolle& me? I am Wil- 
& ljam the butler, who was witneſs to the 
„ whole melancholy affair. Vour mother's 
e tears, and your youth, moved me to 
« compaſſion. Indeed there is not one 
ein the family who does not wiſh you 
© to eſcape, my miftreſs excepted : ſhe 
te alone is determined to bring you to 
« what ſhe calls juſtice, To-morrow 
H 2 you 
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you was, by proper officers, whom 
e ſhe has applied to, to have been con- 
* veyed to the county ail. But make 
haſte, time is precious; follow me, 


4 will conduct you to a place of ſafety. 


« I ſhall not repeat the grateful thanks 
« I poured out to heaven and my de- 
« hyerer: ſuffice it, we ſafely made our 
« eſcape from the caſtle. Iwas mounted 
* behind him. All that night, and. 
te part of next day, we continued our 
« ſolitary courſe through unfrequented 


* 
e paths; then, at a diſtance, he pointed 
" , c 
out to me my intended aſſylum. It 
( 
was that cave to which my Henrietta 


accompanied me, and where I in- 
* tended 


| 4 
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« tended to have yielded up that life 
«which a few years before it had a 


means of preſerving. 


There, cry'd my guide, is your deſ- 
* tined abode till the firſt heat. of the 
« putſuir after you is abated. A wor- 
* thy Clergyman, who has taken your 
mother under his protection directed 
me to it. There keep yourſelf con- 
« cealed till they Join you. I have 
« brought proviſions with me, which 
„will J hope ſerve you till then. He 
produced ſome bread, ſome wine, and 
other food, ſat awhile with me in my 
« new habitation, inſtructed me to be 


"bf 3 A cau- 
48 
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* cautious, then embraced me and took 


„ his leave. 


Once more was I thus left alone a 
« prey to my remorſe and melancholy 
« refleftionsz yet was I far leſs miſe- 


4 rable than in my dreary priſon. A 


„ few days almoſt reconciled me to my 
« ſolitude. In about a week, as I ſat 
at the door of my hermitage, I be- 


held a man and woman at fome diſ- 


e tance advancing, towards me. My 
« heart fluttered with joy. I ran, I flew 
© to meet them. WT 


0 my child my beloved child! 
* cry'd my tranſported mother (for it 


ws * a8 


4 
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«was her) do I then once more preſs 
vou to my boſom ? Turn, turn, add- 
ed ſhe, and next to heaven pay your 
« gratitude there, to that friend, to 
the fatherleſs and widow, to him who 
has ſaved your mother's life, by be- 
ing in{trumen:al in ſaving yours: to 
him who has dried up my tears, 
T wiped off the reproach of -my youth, 
and who promiſes to be a father to 
6c you. 


A father! Tnterrupted I; horrid 
* recollection! a wretch like me is not 


« worthy to take a name ſo ſacred into 
his lips. 
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40 You are more unfortunate than 
guilty, reſumed ſhe. Ir was the will 


of heaven that you ſhould be made 
an inſtrument to revenge the wrongs 
heaped on me by that, moſt faithleſs 
of men; he who had inhumanly im- 
poſed on my youth, ruin'd me, and 
cruelly: deſerted me: ahd he who 
ruſh'd upon me like a ſavage, while 
at his feet I was pouring out my 
grief. Let his fate be a warning to 


you, my ſon let it teach you to ſhun 


thoſe vices which drew upon him ſuch 
ſw ift deſtruction. | 


* 


21 accompanied this worthy couple 


2 1 | « to 


8 
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to London, where we arrived without 
meeting with any accident. Sir John 
Bradſhaw. was my father- in- law's pa- 
tron. His ſon was juſt going to ſet 


out on his travels. To him T was in- 
troduced. Some hints were given of 
my ſtory, to ſhe the neceſſity. of my 


being concealed while in England. I 


was received as a ſort of attendant on 


the young gentleman, but rather 


treated as a companion than do- 


meſtick. We ſoon embarked for 


France. I had bid a tender adieu to 


my mother and her huſband, They 
returned in peace to his living in 
Northumberland, where I am now, 
ſaid Mr. Sidney, conveying my beau- 

H 5 * teous 


154 Tur Moxwine RawLE. 


*« teous bride, While in France I en- 
* deavoured to make up for the defects 
of my education, by taking every 
opportunity I could meet with to im- 
% provemyſelf both in learning, and thoſe 
„ accompliſhments becoming a gentle- 
« man. My maſter, who was wholly 
devoted to licentious pleaſure, ex- 
* preſſed his diſapprobation of my ſtu- 
dious turn, and omitted nothing to 
corrupt my morals, that I might aſ- 
« fiſt him in carrying on his intrigues. 
Too often, alas, have I, from gra- 
4 titude, - contrary to my principles, 
yielded to his remonſtrances; nay, 
« even out of a criminal compliance, 
joined in his debaucheries. But 

a * though 
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«though brought thus far, 1 thank 
«heaven, I never did deceive un- 
« guarded innocence, nor aſſiſt him in 
any amour where virtue was to be the 
„ ſacrifice. He had but too many wretch- 
ed ſycophants about him who were 
« ſufficiently ready to fave me that trou- 
ble. I had, howevever, the good for- 
« tyne to become a kind of favourite 
with him. About three: years after 
* dour leaving England, he received an 
* expreſs to return thither. on the ſud- 
den death of his father. Soon after 
“ his affairs were ſettled, he went to 
* ijpend a few weeks with Sir William 
KRoachdale, leaving me at one of his 
« country. ſeats. Tou Kno tig delt 
1 H6 „» charm- 
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charming Henrietta, ſaid Mr. Sidney, 
and the fatal conſequence of his cri- 
** minal paſſion for you. I feel, hows; 
ever, a ray of hope, which for my 
peace ſake I am willing to cheriſh, 
% that he may recover of the wound I 
% gave him. That time will diſcover: 
« but, at the worſt, J go to ſo obſcure 
« a retreat that T ſhall hardly be in 
danger from the purſuit of juſtice, 
« Tis there I hope to paſs in tranqui- 
« lity and reſt, bleſt in the company 
« of my Henrietta, the remainder” of 


„ my days. Heaven grant it, added 
e he, kifling my hand. Amen, ſaid 
« we both, though with a ſigh I whiſ- 
« pexed to my ſelf, Alas, neither tran- 

« quility 
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e quility nor reſt will ever more find 
« room in my , breaſt, where a deep 
and laſting ſorrow has taken up its 
"< abode.” | | 


ENTITY 2077 OLE: | 

HereHenrietta finiſhed her narrative, or 
rather was by new misfortunes prevented 
from proceeding. What we have preſent- 
ed to the reader was wrote during three 
months that ſhe ſpent in tolerable comfort 
with her mother-in-law, in whick time no- 
thing particular happened to her. Mrs. 
Randal, on meeting with the above unfi- 
niſh'd manuſcript, took up the pen, where 
Mrs. Sidney dropped it, and thus pro- 
ceeded. 


8 Heaven, 
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| © Heaven, in uniting me to the wor- 
© thy. Mr. Randal, made me amends for 
all my ſufferings. Delighted to be- 
© hold my beloved ſon ſafely eſcape be- 
'©yond the reack of his enemies, I re- 
turned in peace to my huſband's ſweet, 
though humble retreat. Its fituation 
js in the wildeſt, and I think, for that 
< reaſon, the moſt agreeable part of 
Northumberland, becaufe the moſt ro- 
© mantick. There, both I, and my un- 
« fortunate ſtory were unknown; and 
© there for near four yours I lived in 
© uninterrupted peace, often hearing 
from my Sidney and pleaſing myſelf 
with the hopes of ſeeing him whoſe 
pre- 
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© preſence I fancied would render my 
* happineſs compleat. Alas, alas, we 
* know not what is for our good ! As he 
had never been in this part of the 


$ world; and as four years would at his 


© age produce no ſmall change in his 
« perſon ; and as his perſecutors, deſpair- 
ing of finding him, had as far as I 
could learn given over the purſuit ; all 


© theſe circumſtances, I ſay, gave me 


© reaſon to believe that he might ſafely 
return to my arms. I wrote to him 
on the ſubject, immediately on his ar- 


rival in England: ſo did Mr. Randal, 


* who indeed intended to propoſe to him 
© his taking orders, and ſucceeding to 


him in his living, which would be a 


com- 


1 
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comfortable proviſion. With great 
© impatience we expected an anſwer to 
* our packet. Every day did we ſit in 
« the cool of the evening an hour or 
s two in the jaſmine- covered porch at 
Sour gate, hoping to ſee ſome welcome 
meſſenger who brought tidings from 
© him. At laſt, one night, when we 
had ſtayed out later than uſual, and 
* were, about to take ſhelter from the 
damp dew in our cottage, we heard at 
© ſome diſtance the trampling, of horſes. 
A carriage approached. I ran to meet 
it. My ſon, my Sidney ſprung into 
my arms. When our. firſt. tranſports 
© of joy were a little ſubſided, he turn- 
ed about, ſaying, Prepare your heart 

. for 
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for new delight, my dear. mother, 
* when I preſent to you my angel bride. 
© I alſo turned, and faw one of the moſt 
beautiful girls my eyes ever beheld, 
whom Mr. Randal had handed from 
_ © the chaiſe, and to whom he was pay- 
ing not the unmeaning ceremonies of 
good breeding, but expreſſing that un- 
ſtudied welcome which flows immedi- 


«© ately from the heart. 
- © My ſon led her to me. 


Love my mother, dear Henrietta, 
* ſaid he: you will find her worthy of 
* your love. oda 


= © The 
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The ſweet creature fell on my neck, 
and burſt into tears. 


1 have been unhappy, madam, 
* fobbed ſhe, endeavouring to check. 
© her emotions, but I ſhall be better 


- © now; your maternal. kindneſs. will do 


F much, I hope. Alas, madam, I never 
had a mother: you muſt be one to me, 


' want comfort. Pardon me, turning 
to Sidney, ſuch ſcenes as I have of late 


been witneſs to may well. render me 
« fad. 


He ſnatched her to his breaſt. 


* Here 
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Here bury your precious tears, cry'd. 
he, here in my ſympathizing boſom 
pour out your grief. 


We conducted them to the houſe. 
An apartment had been prepared for 
my for, the furniture of which was 
plain, but neat, and it was perfumed 
© with the ſweeteſt ſcented flowers. The 
* chearful country girl who was our 
only attendant ſoon covered the table | 
with a rural repaſt. Henrietta ſeemed 
for a while to have forgot her ſorrow : 
« we had communicated to her ſome 
portion of our conteritment. A ſoft 
* {mile ſometimes brightened her coun- 
Me « tenance g 


— — _ 


g enn 4 
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* tenance; but when my Sidney took 
© her hand to conduct her to his apart- 
ment, the ſunſhine was fuddenly fhut 
in, and a cloud of ſettled melancholy 
* uſurped its place. This melancholy we 

© hoped that time, and my ſon's unte- 


© mitted aſſiduity, would ſoften. Never 


man more fondly doated on a woman 


than he did on her. All the time 


© he could ſpare from his ſtudies (for he 


had agreed to take orders) were dedi- 
cated to her amuſement. He read tb 
her; and as he had acquired both taſte 


© and ſkill in muſic while in Italy, ac- 


companied her ſoft plaintive voice on 
his harpſichord, he having, on her 
account, purchaſed that inſtrument. 


* 
Some 
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* Some hours every morning too he 

* ſpent in ſitting by her while ſhe di- 
verted herſelf with her drawing, an 
* accompliſhment in which he alſo ex- 
celled. Our meals were chearful; 
* our evening walks tranſcendently de- 
lightful, and peace, at length, inſen- 
ſibly ſtole into Henrietta's breaſt. 
The ſweetneſs of my Sidney's diſpoſi- 
tion, his lively converſe, and his ele- 
gant perſon, at length ſeemed to pro- 
* duce all that was wanting to com- 


* pleat his felicity, a return to his ardent 
* paſſion, 


* Three months after her arrival, ſhe 


« privately informed me that I might 


7 L ex- 
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expect an addition to our family; told 
me the welcome ſecret with inchant- 
ing baſhfulneſs. I flew to acquaint 
© my ſon. Who can deſcribe his tranſ- 
port! He ran, he flew to thank his 
charming wife, and was ready to de- 
© your her with love. She, in return, 
* ſaid to him with a ſweet ſmile, My 
* dear Sidney, your unremitted endea- 
* yours to pleaſe has wrought a change 
which I at firſt deſpaired of ever ſee- 
ing effected. I hope it will not now 
* be long ere I am enabled to teſtify 
my gratitude. 


I am too, too happy! exclaimed he; 
* it melts me even to tears. How little 
© haye 


5 
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have I deſerved of Heaven ſuch in- 
* eſtimable bleſſings ! 


In this delightful train things con- 
© tinued for ſome days; and knowing. 
her ſituation, we all redoubled our en- 
« deavours to amuſe and keep up her 
* ſpirits. Sure nothing ever equalled 
* the delicate tenderneſs of her Sidney. 
* But how tranſient are all the joys 
© beneath the ſan! One day both our 
* huſbands were obliged to leave us, 
being called on buſineſs to a neigh- 
* bouring town. I was a little indiſ- 
* poſed with the head-ach to which I 
am ſubject. Henrietta ſtayed with me | 
© till after tea, then ſaid ſhe would take 

"Ba a ſhort 
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© a ſhort ſolitary walk, refuſing to let 
© me accompany her as I was ill, ſay- 


ing, ſhe would ſoon return, I followed 


© her to the gate, and, ſtood: ſome. time 
looking after her, admiring her charm- 
«© ing air and graceful form. Tedious 
did the time of her abſence appear. 
felt an unuſual depreſſion of ſpirits: 


but that I attributed to my diſorder, 


and the want of company. Seven, 
* eight o'clock came, but no Henrietta. 


* I ordered ſupper to be prepared. I 
every moment went to the gate: {till 
all was ſilent. The clock ſtruck 
nine. I began to be alarmed for her 
© ſafety, when through the trees I ſaw 

[4 her 
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© her, fairer than a wood-hymph, ad- 
* vance towards me. I hurried to meet 
* her; but, Heavens ! how was I ſhock- 
© ed to::behold her pale, trembling and 
« ſcarce able to ſupport herſelf ! As 
© ſoon. as I reached her ſhe: threw her- 
* ſelf into my arms, and burſting into 
tears exclaimed, Oh! nb ihave Teen 
him! I have ſeen him}: 9 0595 © 


What means my child, interriſpted 
„ with a voice of terrbt, has any ching 
happened to my Sidney? 

a oH Nell 6 ai ftw 9 
Sidney! cried ſhe wildly; Ah 1 
© know. I tob well küdw he is my Huf 
Vol. II. | I 19 band; 
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band; but ean I help the feeling of © 
* my bent ? 


£ Juſt as ſhe ſpoke Mr. Randal and 
my unfortunate ſon made their appear- 
© ance: She ſhrieked, and hid her face 
don my boſom. He flew to embrace 
© her. She ſhrunk from mne 
2 deep ſigh, fainted. 


What is the meaning of all this ? 
ere eee. 


* Your wife is a little indifpoſed, an- 
* ſwered I; let us carry her to her 


Eels J hope ſhe will ſoon, be 
better. 
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© better, I fear ſhe has taken too long 
© aFaMcb re- To ne 30 

ms al EF 4 8: 

We placed her on the bed, and by 
proper remedies reſtored her to her 
* ſenſes. She looked wildly round 
© ker, 

5 | mid 251 261 5 | 

Leave me, leave me to recollect 
myſelf, ſighed ſhe, gently puſhing 
* away. her fond huſband, who encir- 
© cled her with;his-arms ;-Jet-me for one 
moment reflect. 


She raiſed” her eyes, claſped her 
hands, and funk on her pillow. Be- 
© fore morning ſhe wWas in a violent 

1 12 fever, 


. » 
——— — . - _— 
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fever, during which ſhe inceſſantly re- 
* peated the name of Roachdale, 'and 
* called upon him to deliver her. My 


ſon was almoſt frantick at this. Jea- 


© louſy, from that moment, took De 
* poſſeſſion of him. * 


© She has Teen him! exclaimed he; 
© and in one moment he has had power 
to ſeduce her affections from me: 
but I will fad him out; he ſhall not + 
with impunity injure me in a point 
* whereon all my happineſs depends. 


+ The, conſequences. of Henrietta's 
* diſorder were more fatal than we at 


« firſt apprehended : ſhe miſcarried, and 


«© for 


5 
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for the preſent our flattering} and _ 
5 1 "ow were (neg | 
| | Molt iich 
Instead of new ties, cried the half. 
diſtracted Sidney, Heaven to puniſh 
me has deſtroyed the few that attach- 
ed her to me. Oh, never, never 
* more can I expect a return of her 
but new- born love} my rival, my ac- 
© curſed” rival, nipped that n 
bloſſom in its bud 61. 
Hle enquired, and found that fir 
© William Roachdale was actually in the 
© neighbourhood; We knew, indeed, 
that he had a ſeat at about a quar- 
«ter of a mile from our cottage, but 
I 3 *1t 
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© it was a feat at which he had not re- 
* ſided for. ſeveral. years, he having 
* there Joſt a wife to whom in the 
wood there was a monument erected. 
* As I was from the firſt acquainted 
© with Henrietta's ſtory, I had cautioned 
my huſband, , and took care myſelf 
never to mention this circumſtance to 
her, and in all our walks I had 
carefully avoided going near the Wil- 
© lows, as the ſeat was called; but, in 
© ſpite of my precaution, chance, or 
© rather deſtiny had directed her to the 
fatal ſpot. Sidney from the moment 
* of this diſcovery became gloomy: and 
© thoughtfol : he watched every one 
that 'approached the houſe : not a let- 

: | * ter 


* 
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© ter arrived, even for me, but what he 
* inſiſted on inſpeQing. The poor Hen- 
« rietta,. in the mean time, began to re- 
* cover, and at length her ſenfes were 
perfectly reſtorel. 


© One' day, as I far by her bed-fde, 
© ſhe aſked me with a deep hgh what ſhe 
« had faid during her delirium. 1 fear, 
added ſhe mournfully, that I facally fe. 


©yealed the emotions of my too ungo- 
0 Vertiable heart. 


F . Dee 
— WV 


— — — — - — 
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72 „Then I am. 3 cried the, * 


ing her hands. But death will ſoon put 


an end ro all, my troubles. Your fon 
6 ought not to hate my memory, for, 
Heaven is my witneſs, I have ſtruggled 
* with all my foręe to diſcharge my quty 


q to him. Ah, madam, added ſhe, preſ- 


f ſing my band between hers, how diffi- 
© culti is it to conquer a firſt, deep-rooted. 

« paſſion, q Yes, I have ſeen the too - amia- 
« ble Roachdale : chance led me to his 
retreat. Sheltered in a grove of trees, 


* I beheld his graceful figure. Surpriſe, 


<1 may add joy, for ſome moments, de- 


* prived me of motion, and rooted me 
like a ſtatue to the 28 I beheld the 


'4 bo , + 3+ : 


. © love- 
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lovelieſt of men approach with penſive 
* ſteps and folded arms towards a pillar 
© of white marble, at the foot of which 
che threw himſelf. How graceful) was 
his form as he lay extended on the 
earth] Tis impoſſible to deſcribe my 
feelings on the occaſion. Perhaps, 
ſighed I, *ris his poor, ill-fated Hen- 
crietta whom he thus laments. But, ah; 
© he: believes: me falſe, and muſt deſpiſe 
me too much to honour me even with 
* a fingle thought. Would to Heaven I 
could undeceive him! *Tis all I aſk; 
tis all I: have to hope: we are "e- 
parated for ever. I | rook out my 
n with yo hand 
133 wrote 


. 
I . — et —— ——'' 
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© wrote on one aof the n. 
lowing lines. | > eqqed} 


On this gerdant . ſeat, where theſe 
5 tablets will be left, ſat your once - loved 
Henrietta, who was baſely betrayed by 
© avillain who deceived both her and you. 
She is unfortunate, but never was falſe. 

„Her paſſion for her Roachdale never 
© knew an abatement, but now ſhe muſt 
* love no more. Alas, ſhe is ſeparated, , 
from him for ever 8 


I Haid the book with the place where 
* I had written the above lines open on 
« the bank ; and then as well as my agi- 


tation would permit, returned home 
© with- 
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« without having made the leaſt attempt 
to diſcover myſelf, Alas, I was ſuffi- 
« ciently. indiſcreet in leaving my. pocket- 
book. 1 fear, if fir William ſhould 
find it, 8 be the bare ef f new af- 
«© flictions. * tot | 
1 ns $516 Che #5 13.4 

Soon after this converſation Hen- 
© rietta was able to leave her apartment. 
Sidney affected to be more chearful,, 
© nay even to have got the better of his 
ſuſpicions. Again he ſeemingly rene w- 
ed all his fond attention to his wife, 
aguin things were in appearanee reſtored: 
to harmony and peace. So well did my 
v unfortunate ſon” diſſemble, that even 1 
was deceived. Alas, jealouſy, when once 
F 16 Git 


444 
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dit gains a place in the breaſt, is a poiſon 
* heven:to be expelleq . jm 2 e 
og Yi Zaiv zel ni a t˖˙ihni j, 

pls . breakfaſt, 50 60 


wich a careleſs, air, that he had received 
* an invitation from a clergyman of his 


* acquaintance; a man of intereſt and for- 
tune, who had. conceived, a friendſhip 
for him: while abroad, and that he had 
© promiſed. to ſpend the day with him at 
© Berwick... fear, indeed, added he, 
that I ſhall not be able to return till 
* to-morrow. Accordingly he mounted 
his c horſe and ſet off. Henrietta went 
© 40 enjoy abe freſh air in our little garden 
before the houſe. I Was at mc window 
HeLa ois * Sidney leſt us, 


5 F 7 4 2 5 and 


* 


3 
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< and faw het: ſuring in che arbour, when 
Ja woman, leading a fine roſyfaced boy, 
< ſtopped: in the road, às I gueſſed, to 
< aſk charity. Henrietta and the w man 
Fhadꝭ a good deal of converfation toge- 
ther. As there was nothing in this to 
«excite my curioſity, I left my window, 
© and went about my family buſineſs. 
At dinner I aſked her; metely by way of 
© converſation; if ſhe had had: her for- 
tune told by the woman T faw talking 
to her: She anſwered, with ſtammer- 
ding confuſion, No, I have very little 
< curioſity, to: diye into futurity. I drop. 
ec the ſubject here, becauſe it had pro- 
duced ſo unexpected an effect on her. 
In zlie evening, while I was talking to 
| * one 


a8 Tur Mozwmo Rane. 
done of our neighbours, ſhe! ſtole ont, 
Sand, before I got rid of my viſiter; 
was out of ſight,” There was ſomething 
myſterious in chis conduct. A thou- 
< ſand; -apprehenſians:! niſtied into my 
mind. Perhaps ſhe has an aſſignation 
with ſir William: perhaps my fon. 
ſuſpects it, and is laying in wait to de- 
Stect her. I inſtantly hurried on my 
the Willows, purſued her as faſt as 1 
* could walk. Alas, in ſpite of all my 
© haſte I came too late ! and yet too, too 
ſoon to witneſs ſuch a ſcene of e 
— cht 2603 d 


+ Aﬀter 


er 
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2 After wang — the, Park, b by, 
| the voice of woe, I reached the fatal 
< ſpot where I beheld my ſon ſupporting, 
in his arms the ſeemingly-expiring] Hen- 
1 rietta, while ſir William, the picture 
* of ſilent deſ pair, knelt before her, hold- 
<; ing one of her hands. J uttered 
* an exclamation of ſurpriſe and grief, 
and had not power to advance. The 
«© dying. angel heard, and knew. my 
voice. She turned towards me her lan- 


0 Draw near, ſaid ſhe, faintly hold- 


6 ing out her hand: Come and bleſs 
s me 


— — ꝓ—ꝗ? — — 
= 
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me ere I die. Be aſſured that I am not 

guilty, though 3 appearances are againſt 
©me. Help to amen my poor Sidhey 
vof this truth. He had intercepted a 
© note fent to me by Sir William, and 
© had ordered it to be given to. me after 
c. having read it. This j journey was feign 'd. 
1 received. the fatal billet, and indiſ- 


6 "rectly promiſed to ſee the writer; but 


[414-4 


with no other intention, 1 call heaven to 
vitnelß, than to clear my conduct to 
c. him.. Convinced of my innocence, ere 
Thad well finiſhed my melancholy juſ. 
1 FPrden. he had dropped on his knees 
. by my ſide, and taken Hold of my 
6 hand. At that moment your ſon ap- 


« peared, appeared with all ns rage of 
« jealouſy. 


1 


Tur Monnine Naunkk. 1863 


jealouſy. I muſt be brief, added ſhe. 
They fought: I guſb'd, between their 
* ſwords, and met the fate Lwiſh'd. Naw 
* ſhall ſoon be at ceſt,, ſhe cried, and 
with a ſweet ſmile: ſhe raiſed her eyes to 
bhesven. Erg t reed mays nens“ 


- 
2 


4 2993-10251: neee jvocL 
2700 + Sidnep, convinced that he ab- 
9 her by his ſuſpicions, preſſed her 
* with filent, anguiſh to his breaſt, and be- 
dewed her pale face with his tears. 164 ? 
wen envifBatts yea IIe or Ar. | 
What are we about! qncleicpch 
1 William, ſtarting up; RO - 
* ſhe will be loſt for want of help. 


0 «. 186 | Tun Monnmco-Raust. 


at 


Stop, Rop, aid ſhe; all help is 
© yain, I feel my end approaching. Leave 
me not then my friend: Love is at an 
* end, but my friendſhip for you I will 
* cheriſh even beyond the grave. And 
thou, my other much-eſteemed, ill- 
fated youtlij let me embrace you before 
«1 die; let ine gtaſp you both while 
„ have power to hold you! Hence- 
forward t there Be- n enmity be- 
tween you. All my affections now 
are pure; my heart is enlarged, there 
© is room enough in it for both. Sir 

William, continued ſhe in 4 faltering 
voice, grant my laſt requeſt, nor let 


my Sidney oppoſe it. Deign to afford 
ä me 
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* me a place in the ſame tomb with 
your Eliza, that when you drop a tear 
to her memory, the poor Henrietta may 
* alſo excite a pitying "on * 


* Sir William again ut his 
kneeling poſture, and, on her almoſt- 
« lifeleſs hand, ſealed a promiſe that her 
* requeſt. ſhould be complied with. My 
* ſon held her in his arms, it is true, 
but he was motionleſs as a ſtatue. His 
tears ceaſed to flow, a mortal.paleneſs 
overſpread his face; his eyes were fixed 
on her, with ſuch an expreſſion of de- 
* ſpair in them as is not to be de- 
* ſcribed. She diſengaged her hands, and 
© ſtretched them out to me. 

Farewell, 
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Farewell) my worthy: friend, my 
mother, the only mother J ever knew. 
That, like every other blefling was de- 
* nied me. Farewell. Comfort your 
« fon.” His grief, added ſhe, turning her 
ſweet eyes towards him ah how paſt! 
« Sidney Roachdale ! Mercy! Her head 
*funk' on his breaſt, and with a- deep 
© figh © ſhe expired. At the ſame mo- 
ment my urifortunate ſon dropped back 
Lon the earth! under his lovely burden, 
and half. articulately breathing forth her 
1 his eyes for ever“ 
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CONCLUSION, .. 


The Editor did ndt interrupt che 
. to deſeribe che effect hen 
e peruſal bf it had Produced on 
— Danby ; when 'by the hair,” the 
locker, and the oats in which the 
was found (which hab been preſerve rved, 

and which Sir William "had delive I 
to Mrs, Randal) the "diſcovered ' che 
ill-fated Heirietta o Have been ber 
daughter, who in infancy was by Gip- 
ſies ſtolen from nurſe. On chat A 
covery the two unfortunate ſiſters ;oined 
their tears, and Jctermined to end their 
days together. Sir William Roach- 
dale, 
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dale, on finding Mrs. Danby to be 
the mother of his lamented love, preſſed 
her to take up her abode with him at 
the Willows. There, alſo, Mrs, Ran- 
dal removed on the death of her worthy 
huſband. | They took - a melancholy 
pleaſure. in talking over the ſad ſtory 
of. their amiable children, in which Sir 
William joined with them, of They every, 
evening viſited the monument, where 
Sidney” S remains were likewiſe depoſited, . 
and there they egjoyed * the luxury 
of grief. : 


an g 


| We. 
W 


+1) 36517 . * 


On 4 Winſtanley, 3 on ber 
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domeſticks, Mrs. Danby ſertled com- 
a fortable 
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fortable annuities. The former was 
every ſummer a welcome gueſt at the 
Willows. 

: n | 
Long in the county of Northum- 
berland will the poor remember the 
enten the humane Sir William 
Roachdale and his friends, whoſe hearts 
were never harden'd againſt a tale of 
woe, and whoſe liberal hands were ne- 5 
ver hut W the cravings of the 
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